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Enter Gaunt, and D tucheff t ef G locefter. 

Gaunt- Alas, the part I had in G letters blood, 

Doth more folicite me than your exclaimes. 

To ftirre againft the butchers of his life. 

But fmcc corre&ion lyeth in thofe hands 
Which made the fault that we cannot correct, 

’ Put we our quarrell to the will of Heauen, 

Who when they fee the houres ripe on earth, 

''VviH taigne hot vengeance on offenders heads* 

Out. Finds brotherhood in thee no fharper fpurrff* 

Hath love in thy old blood no liuing fire ? 

Edvards feven tonnes .( whereof thy felfe art one ) 
i W here are feven vialles of his facred blood. 

. Or feuen laire branches fpringing from one roote: 

Someof thofe feuen are dryed by natures courfe. 

Some of thofe branches by the deifinies cut : 

But Thomas i my deate E^rd ,*y life, my qloJler' t 
, OneV'v! f'uii of Edwards facred blood, , 

One fiourifhine branch of his moft Koyall roote 
Is crack’d , ' ana all the precious liquor fpilt ; 

Ishackt downe,and his fummer leaves all vaded 
dy Envies hand, and Murders bloody Axe* 

Ah Gaunt ? His blood was tbine,that bed, that wombe, 
^^djthat felfe-mould that fafhion’d thee» 

Made him a man : and though thou liu’ft and breath’d », 
t et art thou, flaine in him ; thou doeft content 
Ir, tome large meafure to thy Fathers death, 
n that thou feed thy wretched brother dy, 
y ™ Was ^he mode 11 of thy Fathers life,' 

In riff"® 1 pauen< * itls defpaire, 

n lMftc «ng thus thy brother tohe fianghter’d 

E - ThoB 







The L> if e ana. saeaw 

Thou fliew’ft the naked pathway to thy life, 

Teaching fterne murther-how to butcher thee: • 

That which in meane men we intitle patience 
3s pale cold cowardife in noble breafts : 

W hat (hall I fay, to fafegard thine owne life, 

The beft way js to venge my plotters death. 

Gaunt. Heavens is the quarrel! : for Heavens fubftitute 
His Deputy annoynted in his fight, 

Hath caus'd his death , the which if wrongfully 
Let heaven revenge. : For I may neuer life 
An angry arme againft his Mihifter* 

Tut. W here then ( alas ) may I complaine my felfe? 
G^«.To heaven, the widdowes Champion to defence. 
Tut . Why then Ivvill : farewell old Gaunt. 

Thou go’ft to Coventry, there to behold 
Our Cofin Hereford i and fell 'M mbray fight : 

0 fit my husbands wrongs on Here fords fpeare. 

That it may enter butcher Mowbrayes breaft : 

Or if misfortune- mifie the firft carreere, 

Ee Mowbrayes finnes fo heavy in his bofome, 

^ hat they maybreakchis foamingcourfers backe, 

And throw the Rider headlong in the Lifts, 

A Caytifferecreant to my Co fin Hereford. 

Farewell old Gaunt > thy Ibmetimes brothers wife j 
W ith her companion Grecfe end ha- life* 

Gau . Sifter fare well ; I muft to Cou entry. 

As much good ftay with the? , as go with me 
Tut. Yet one word rhe-.e G;eefe ooinidcih-wnereit' 
Not with the empty hollowneffe, but weight* ( falls? 

1 take myleaue before I haue begun, 

For forrow ends not : when.it feemeth done. 

Commend me to my brother Edvard Torke. 

Loe, thisisall •* nay yet depart not fo, 

1 hough this be all , do nor fo quickely goe, 

I fhall remember more. Bid him, Oh, what A 
With all good ipeed at Plefbie vifitfe me- 
AJacke,and what fliall good old Totke there fee 
But empty lodgings, apd unfiirnilh’d wallcs, a 

yse- 
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Tn-peoprci Offices, uritroden ftones? 

And what heare there for welcome, but my groanes? 
Therefore commend me,let him not come there, 

To feeke out forrow, that dwels every where: 
Defolate,defolate will I hence and dye. 

The laft leave of thee, takes my weeping eye* Exeunt. 



Sctcna Tertia . 



' Enter Marfhall, and %/iumcrle. 

Mar. My L. Aumerle, is Harry Hereford arm’d ? 
■Aum. Yea, at all poynts, and longs to enter in. 

Mar. The Duke of Norfblke, fprightfully and bold, 
Stayes but the fummons of the Appellants Trumpet. 

Why then the Champions, are prepard,and ftay 
For nothing but his Maiefties approach. 

_ ... Fleur ifh* 

Fnter King, Gaunt r Bujhy i Bagot, Greene 3 
stnd others'. Then Mowbray in -Ar- 
mor, and Harrold. 

^^. Marfhall, demand of yonder Champion 
The caufe of his arrivall herein Armes, 

Aske him his name, and orderly proceed 
T °,i- Wearthiminthe Juftice of his caufe. 

a ji In P ods Name > an <* ^e Kings, fay who thou arc 
And why thou com’ft, thus Knightfy claS in At m« > ’ 

gainit what man thou com*ft,and what’s thy quarrell 

th u y 1W 6 ht ‘«°°d,and thine dth, * 
As fo detend thee heaven, and thy valour. 

name is Tho. <JMowbrayTy.u\tQ of Norfblke 
Who hither come engaged by my oath ' 

Bmhro defel ! d 3 Kni § ht violate) 

Roth to defend my loyalty and truth, 

\° God V m >’ K ! n g> anc * his fucceedina iffue 

Ag amft the Dukeof Hereford,that appease. 

B a And 






And by the grace of God and this mine artwe. 

To proue him (in defending of my felfe) 

A traytor to my God, my King,and me, 

And as I truely fight,defend me heaven* 

Tucket. Enter Hereford ytnd Harold , 

Kick. Marfhall : aske yonder Knight in Armes, 

Both who he is, and why he commeth hither. 

Thus placed in habiliments of warre; 

And formally according to our Law 
Depofe him in the iuftice of his caufe. / t u, 

Mar y, hat is thy name,and wherefore com ft thou hi. 
Before King Richard inhisRoyall Lifts ? 

Againft whom com’ft thou? and what’s thy quarrel!? 
Speaks like a true Knight, fb defend thee Heaven. 

Bui. Harry of Hereford , , Laneafler, and Derby t 
■Amis who ready here doe Hand ih Armes* 

To prove by heavens grace £ and my bodies valour. 

In LiltSjOn Thomai Mowbray DufeCof Norfolke. 

That he’s a Traytor fouleand dangerous, 

To God ol heaven. King Richard , and tome. 

And as F truely fight, defend me heaven. 

Mar. On paine of death^no per fon befo bold. 

Or daring hardy as to touch the Lifts, 

Except the MarlhaU, and fuch Officers 
Appoynted to direct thefe fairedefignes. 

Bui, Lord MarfhaJUet me kiffe my Soueraignes handj 
And bow my knee before his Maiefty : 

For Mowbray and my felfe are like two men. 

That vow a Jong and weary pilgrimage, 

►then let vs take a ceremonius leaue 
And loving farewell of our feverall friends. 

Mar. The Appealant in all duty greets your Highnes, 

r.r. delcendjand fold him in oilr atmcs. 

-ohn or Hereford as thy caufe is iuft, 

So be thy fortune in this royall fioht - 

: mcwdJ,my bloodjwbidi if to day thou /head, 

lament 







lament we may,but not reuenge thee dead. 

Bui • Oh let no Noble eye prophane a tcare 
For me, if I be goar’d with Mowbray es fpearc: 

As confident, as is the Falcons flight 
Againft a Bird, doe I with Mowbray fight. 

My loving Lord, I take my leave of you. 

Of you (my Noble Cofin ) Lord Aumerle • 

Not ficke, although I have to doe with death, * 

But lufty, young, and chearely drawing breathe 

Loe, as at Englifh Feafts, fo I regreet 

The daintieft la ft, to make the end moft fyycct. 

Oh thou the earthy author of my blood/, jn 9vov 
Whole youthfull fpirit in me regenerate 
Doth with a two-fold vigor lift me up 
To reach at vi&ory above my head, 

Adde proofe unto mine Armour with thy prayers 
And. with thy bleffings fteele my Lances-poynt * 

That it may enter Mowbrayes waxen Goate, ' 

And furbifh new the name of I ohn a Gaunt 
Even in the lufty haviour of his fonne. * 

Gaunt. Heaven in thy good caufe make thee profp W 
Befiviftlike lightning ni the execution 
And let thy blowes doubly redoubled. 

Fall like amazing thunder on theCaske 
Of thy amaz'd pernicious enemy. 

• 3El ° U2 f "P th X youthfull blood_.be valiant,and live, 

’Bui. Mme innocence, and S . George to thrive. 

Mew How ever Heaven or fortune caft my lot. 

There hves,or dyes, true to King Richards Throne, 
Aloyall, iuft,and upright Gentleman: 

Neverdid Capuue with a freer heart, 

Caft off his chaines of bondage, and embrace 
His golden uncontroul’d enfranchisement. 

More than my dancing foule doth celebrate 
1ms Feaft o. Battle, with mine adverfary. 

Moft mighty Liege, and my companion Peeres 
Take from my mouth,tbe wifh of happy yeares" 

As gentle , and as jocond, as to /eft, y ' 
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Coe I to fight : Truth, hath a quiet brcaft. . s 

Ricb.'Fatcwcll ) my Lord, fecurely I efpic 
Vertue with valour, couched in thine eye t 
Order the tryall Marfhall, and begin. 

Mar-Harryof HerefordjLanca tier ,and Derby 
Receive thy Lance, and heaven defend thy right* 

Bui. Strong as a Towrc in hope, I cry, Amen. 

Mar. Goe beare this Lance to Thomas D.of Norfolk?, 
I Har. Harry of Hereford, Lancafter,and Derby, 
Stands here for God, his Soveraigne, and himfelfe. 

On paineto be found falfc and recreant, • 

To prove trie Duke of Norfolke,7"A<7iw<^ Move bray, 
ATraytor to his God,his King, and him, 

And dares him to fet forwards to the fight. 

a. iAfr. Here ftandeth Tho, Mowbray Duke of Norfolke 
On paine to be found falfeand recreant. 

Both to defend himfelfe, and to approve 
Henry of Hereford, Lancafter^nd Derby, 

To God,his Soveraigne, and to him difloyall: 
Couragioufly, and with a free defire, 

Atfcnding but the fignall to begin. A charge founded. 

Mar. Sound Trumpets, and let forward Combatants. 
Stay,the King hath throwne his Warder downe. 

Kick . Let them lay by their. Helmets and their Spcares, 
And both returne backe to their Ghaires againe : 

W ithdraw with us,and let the Trumpets found 
While we returne thde Dukes, what wedecrec. 

Along flour if},* 

Draw neere and lift 

What with our councell we havedone* 

For that our Kingdomes earth fhould not be foyld 
With that deare blood which it hath foftered. 

And for our eyes doe hate the dire afpe& 

Of civil! wounds plough’d up vvithneyghbours (Words, 
Which fo rouz’d up with boyftrous untun'd drummes, 
W ith harfh refounaing Trumpets dreadfull bray. 

And grating (hocke of wrathful! yron Armes, 

Might from our quiqjj Confines fright faire Peace, 

And 




And make us wade even in our kindreds bloods 
Therefore, we banifh you our Territories. 

You Cofin Hereford; uponpaine ofdeath, 

Till twice fire Summers have enrich'd our fields* 
Shall not regreet our faire Dominions, 

But tread the ftranger paths. of banifhment. 

Bui. Your will be done ; this mu ft my comfort be. 
That Sunnethat warmesyou here fhall fhineon me: 
And thofe his golden beames to you here lent; 

Shall poynt on me, and gilde my banifhment. 

Rich. Norfolke: for theeremaines a heavier doome* 
Which I with fome unwillingneffe pronounce, 
Theflye flow houres fhall not determinate ’ 

The datelefle limit of thy deare exile : 

The hopeleffeword,of never to returne, 

Breathe againft thee, upon paine of life. - 

Mow. A heavy fentence my moft Soveraigne Liege, 
And all unlook’d for from your Highnefle mouth : 

A deerer merit, not fo deepe a maime. 

As to be caft forth in the common ayre 

Have I deferved at your Highnefle hands. 

The Languagejl have learn a thefe forty yeares 
(My native Englifh ) now I muft forgoe. 

Ana now my tongues ufe is to me no more. 

Then an unftringed Vyoll, or a Harpe, 

Or like a cunning Inftrument cas’d up. 

Or being open, put into his hands 

That knowes no touch to tune the harmony. 

W ithin my mouth you have engaol’d my tongue 
Doubly purcullift with my teeth and lips, 

And dull, unfeeling,' barren ignorance, 

Is made my ‘gaoler to attend on mer 
I am too old to fawne upon a Nurfe, 

To farrein yeares to be a pupill now i 
What is thyTentence then, !&ut/peechtefle death, 

W hich robs.my tongue from breatheing native breath ?- 
R ich. It boots thee not to be compaffionate, 

After our fentence, plaining comes too late- 

Movir. 




Mow. The? thus I turne me from my Countries ligfiB 
To dwell in folemne fhades of endlefle night. 

7?/^. Re turne againeand take an oath with thee 
Lay on our royall Sword ,your banilbt hands, * 
Sweareby the duty that you owe to heaven 
(Our part therein we banifli with your lelves) 

To kepe the Oath that we adminifter : 

Y ou never {hall (lo helpe you Truth and Heaven ) 
Embrace each others loue in banifhmcnt. 

Nor ever looke upon each others face. 

Nor ever writ, regreete, or reconcile 
•This Iowring tempeft of your home-bred hatej 
Nor ever by adviled purpofe meet. 

To plot, contrive, or complotany ill, 

Gainft V s our State, our $ubje&s,or our Land, 

'Bul.l fweare. 

Mow . And I to keepe all this. 

■##ANorfolke,fo farre, as to mine enemy. 

By this time ( had the King permitted us ) 

One of our foules had wandred in the ayre, 

Banilh’d this frayle fepulcher of our fielh. 

As now our flelh is banilb’d from this Land. 
Confefle thy Treafons ere thou flie this Real me. 

Since thou haft farre to goc, beaie not along 
The clogging burthen of a guilty fonie. 

No Bullwgbrooki : II ever I were Traitor, 

My name b c blotted from the Booke of Life, 

And I from heaven banilh’d ,as from hence : 

But what thou art,hca yen, thou, and I doe know. 

And all too room (Ifeare) the King Hull rue. 

are well (my Liege) now no way can I ftray. 

Save backe to England, all the worlds my way. 

tc ■ \ ncle,evcn intheglaflesof thine eyes 
I fee thy grieved heart : thy lad afpeft, 

T,. at r ' G num t )er ofhis banilbd yeares 
J lucKd fouteaway: fixe frozen Winters fpent, 

iTu WUf ? W€lci0l «ehome ftorn banifli trent. 

. *»t' How long a ume lyes, in one little word; 

Fours 




iu 0 ure . 

End in a word, fuchis the breath of Kings- 
Gaunt J thanke my Liege, that in regard of me 
He lliortens fotlrc yeares of my fonnes exile : 

But little vantage fliall 1 reape thereby. 

For ere thde fixe yeares that he hath to lpend 
Can change the Moones , and bring their times about, 
Mfoyle-dride Lampe, and time-bewailed light 
Shall be extinftwith age, and endlefle night : 

My inch of Taper, will be burnt, and done. 

And blindfold death, not let me fee my ionne. 

Rich. Why Vncle, thou baft many yeares to live. 
Gaunt &W. nota minute(King)that thou canft give ; 
Shorten my dayes thou canft with fudden forrow. 

And plucke nights from me, but not lend a morrow : 
Thou canft helpe time to furrow me with age. 

But flop no wrincle in his pilgrimage : 

Thy word is currant with him,for my death. 

But dead, thy kingdome cannot buy my breath . 

Rich.lhy fonne isbanifh'd upon good aduice 
Whereto thy tongue a party-verdift gave. 

Why at our Iuftice leem’ft thou thento lowre? 

Gau. Things fwcet to taft, prove in digeftion fowre : 
You urg’d me as a Iudge, but I Had rather 
You wouM have bid me argue likea Father. 

Alas,! look'd when fome of you fhouldfay, 

I was too ftri£t to make mine owne away : 

But you gave leave to my unwilling tongue, 

Againft my will,to do my felfe this. wrong. 

Rich. Cohn farewelhand Vncle bid him lo? 

Six yeares we banifli him, and he fliall go. Exit* 

Flounjh. 

slu . Cofin farewell;whatprelencemuft not know 
From where you do remaine, let paper fhow- 
Mar . My Lord,no leave take I,for I will ride 
As farre as land will let me, by your fide. 

Gaunt. Ofa to what purpofe doft thou hord thy words, 
That thou return’ll no greeting to thy friends ? 

C Bui. 





fe'vt to tafe my leave ‘oryoif,"" 
When the tongues office fheufd be prodigally 

To breath th’ abundant dolour of the heart. 

Gan.lhy griefc is but thy abfence for a time. 

But. foy ablent,griefe is prefent for that time* 

\\ hat is fixe Winters, they ate quickly gone ? 
Bui. To men in joy, but griefc makes one hom e ten. 
gau. Call it a travel!., that thou takeft for pleafere* 
Bui. My- heart will figb, When I mifcall it fo , 

Which finds it an inforced Pilgrimage. 

Ga#ttt»T. he fallen paflage of thy weary fteps 
Efteeme a ioyle, wherein thou art to fet 
The precious lewellof thy home returne. 

Bui. Oh who can hold a fire in his hand 
By thinking on the fcoftyCaucafiu ? 

Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite. 

By bare imagination of a feali ? 

Or wallow naked in December fnow 
By thinking on phantafticke Summers heate. ? 

Oh no, the apprehenfion of the good 
Giues but the greater feeling to the worfe : 

Fell forrovves tooth, doth ever rankle more 
Then when it bites, but lanceth not the fore* 

^ a . H ' ComCjCome (my lonne)Ilc bring thee on thy way 
Had I thy youth, and caufe,I would not flay. 

Bui. Then Englands ground farewell;lweetfoyleadieu, 
My Mother , and my Nurfe, which beares me yet : 

Where ere lvv<ander;boalf of this. lean, 

Though baniflfd, a et a true-borne fin^iiihriian. n Lr\i?h 
bid C;nV nilob* \-,i 
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But 



Aum. 1,-j^sought high Hereford ^ yqu calhhim fo) 
at to the next high way, and there I left him. 

Rich. And fay, what (lore of parting teares were fhed ? 

Aum . Faith none by me: except the Northeaft Wind 
Which then blew bitterly againlt our face, 

Awak’d the fleepy rhewme, and fo by chance 
Bid grace our hollow parting with a tcare. .... 

Rich. What faid our Cofin when you parted with him? 

^».FareweIl: & for my heart difdained that my tongue 
Should fo prophane the word, that taught me craft 
To counterfeit opprelfion of fuch griefe. 

That word feem’d buried in my forrowes grave. 

Marry, would the word farewell, had lengthen’d houres? 
And added yceresto his (hort banifhment, 

He fiiould have had a volume of Farewels, 

But lince it would not, he had none of me. 

Rich. He is our Cofin (Cofin) but *cis doubt, 

When time (hall call him home from banilbment. 
Whether our kinfman come to fee his friends, 
Ourfelfe,and Bufty, Bagot here and (jreene 
Obferu’d hisCourtfhip to the common people: 

How he did feeme to dive into their hearts. 

With humble,and familiar courtefie, 

W hat reverence he did throw away on {laves ; 

Wooing poore Crafte(men,with thecraft of fmiles, 

And patient under-bearing of his Fortune, 

As ’twere to banifli their afrefts with him. 

Off goes his bonnet to an Oyfter-wench, 

A brace of Dray-men bid God ipeed him well. 

And had the tribute of his fupple knee, 

VV ith thankes my Countrimen,my Loving friends. 

As were our England in reuerfion his, 

Aqd he our fub/ecls next degree in hope. 

GV.VVell .he is gone, and with him goe thefe thoughts 
Now for the Rebels, which Handout in Ireland, 
Expedient mannage muft be made my Liege 
Ere further leyfilre,yeeld the further meanes 
For their aduantage, and your highneffe lode. 
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Where words are fcarfe, they are feldome fpent in vaine- 
Tot they breath truth, that breath thetfwords in parne. 

He that no more mult fay, is lifteri d mo 

Then they whom youth and eafe have taught to glofe, . 

More are mens ends mark’d, then their lives before, 

The fetting Surtne, and - muhcke is the do fe» - 

As the, la It tafteof fwettes, is fweeteft laft. 

Writ in remembrance, more then things longpaft . 
Though Richard my lives counfell would not heare. 
My deaths Tad tale, may yet un-deafe his eare. 

2V.No, it is ftopt with other flatt ring founds 
As pravfes of his ftate: then there are found 
Lacivious Meeters, to whofe veno me found 
The open eares of youth doth alwaies liiten. 

Report offafhion sin proud Italy, . 

Whofe manners (till our tardy apifhNauon 
limpes after in bafe- imitation* ' . 

Where doth the world thruft forth a vanity. 

So it be new, there’s no refpeft how vile. 

That is not quickly buzz’d into their eares ? 

That all tools-'’ comes counfell to be heard. 

Where will dot! mutiny with wits regard : ■ 

Direel not him, whofe way himlelfe will chofe, 

Tis breath thou lack-ft, and that breath wilt thou loots 
Gaunt Me thinkes I am a Prophet new infpir d. 

And thus expiring doe foretell of him, 

His rafh fierce blaze of Ryot cannot laft j 

For violent fires loone burneout themfelues ; 

Small Lhoures laft long,but : fodainc ftormes are fhort. 
He tyres beiimes,that fpurs too fait betimes , 

With eager feeding food doth choake the feeder ; 
Light vanity, in faitat cormorant, 



I his royal I Throne or Kings-,’ tlus-hceptrea m 
This earth of Maiefty, this feateot Mats , 
This other Eden, demy Paradife,- 
THL Fbftres built by nature former felfe, 
Againft mfeftion,and the hand of warre; 

C 3 



We will our felfein petfontri this W&re u 

Arid for orir Coffers, with too great a Court,' 1 '■*■■■■ 
Arid liberal! Largefle , are grbvvne fomewhat lights 
Wc are enforc’d to farme-our rbyall Realme, * 

The revenew whereof fnall furnifiius 
For our affaires in hand : if they come fhort. 
Our.fubfttutes at-home fhall have Blancke-charters : 
Whereto, when they fjhall know what men are rich, 

They fhall fubferibe them for large fummes of Gold) 

And fend them after to fupply our wants : 

For we will make for Ireland prefently. 

Enter Bujhy. 

“Sttflpy, what newes ? 

Bh, Old IohnaGaunt is very ficke my Lord, 
Sodainely taken, and hath font port hafte 
To entreat your Maiefty to vifite him* 

Rich . Where lyes he ? 

At Ely-houfe. 

Rich. Now put it (heaven) in his Ph'yfitians mind, l 
Tohelpe him to his grave immediately: 

The linning of his coffers fhall riiake Coates 
To decke ourSouldiersforthefe Jrifih warres. 

Come Gentlemen, let’s all go vi fit him : 

Pray heaven we may make hafte, and come too late,F^- ] 
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Enter Gaunt ficky, with the Dtthe of Torke « 
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inwholfome-counfell to his unilayd youth? 

Eor. Vex not yourfolfo, nor ftrivenot with your breath 
For all in vaine comes counfell to his eare- 
Gan. Oh but (they fay) the tongues of dying men 

Enforce attention, like deeue harmony; r? 

Where 
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This happy breed of men 5 this little world. 

This precious Hone fet in the filver Sea, * 

Which ferves it in the office of a wall. 

Or as a Moatc defenfiue to a houfe, 

Againll the enuy of leffie happier Lands, 

Thisblefled plot, this Earth this Realme, this England 
This Nurfe, this teeming wombe of Royall Kin°s ' 
Fear’d by their breed, and famous for their birth * 
Renowned for their deeds, as farre from home, * 

For Chriflian fervice v and true Chivalry, 

As is the lepulcherin llubborne Iury 

Of the worlds ranfome, b Jelled Maries fonne. 

This Land offuchdearefoules,this deare deare Land 
Deare for her reputation through the world. 

Is now Leas d out (I dye pronouncing it) 

Like to a Tenement, or pelting Farme. 

England bound in with the triumphant Sea, 

W hole rocky fhore beates backe the envious fiedge 
Of watryNeptune,isnow bound in with fhame, 

\ Vith Inky blottes, and rotten Parchment bonds* 

J hat England that was wonttoconqur others. 

Hath made a fihamefull conqueft of it ft 
Ah, would the fcandall vanilh with my life 
How happy then were my enfuing death ? * 

Enter King Queene, Numeric ^BufhyMreem, 

. Eagot t Ros y and, Willoughby . 

~ Tor. The Kingi s come,deale mildly with his youth, 
Por young hoc Coalts, being rag'd, doe rage the more. 
How fares our noble Vncie, Lancailer ? 

Rt. V V hat comfort man ? How ill with aged Gaunt ? 

Oh how that name befits my compofftion: 

Olu Gaunt indeed, and gaunt in being old : 

V Vithm me gnefe hath kept a teadious fall 
And who abttaines from meate, thatis not gaunt; 

En f ,a ? d long time have 1 

VVatclung breeds leannefl^Ieanneffe is all g3U nt: 

The pleafure that feme Fathers feed upon, 
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U my mia faff, Imeanc my Childrens lookes. 

And therein falling, hall thou made me gaunt : 

Gaunt am I for the grave, gaunt as a grave, 

Whofe hollow wombe inherits nought but bones* 
Rich. Can ficke men play fo nicely with their names e 
^«.No,mifery makes fport to mocke it felfe : 

Since thou doll feeke to kill my name in me,. 

I mocke my name (great King) to flatter thee* 

Kic. Should dying men flatter thofe that live ? 
Grf#.No,no, man living flatter thofe that dye. 

Ric. Thou now a dying, fay 11 thou flatter'll me. 

Gau.O no, thou dyell, though I the lickerbe. 

Rich. I am in health I breathe,! fee thee ill. 

6^«,Now he that made me, knowes I fee thee ill: 

111 in my felfe to fee, and in thee, feeing ill. 

Thy death-bed is no lelfer then the Land, 

Wherein thou lyefl in reputation ficke, 

And thou too carelelfe patient as thou art* 

Commit’ll thyannoynted body to the cure 
Of thofe Phyfitions, that firtl wounded thee ; 
Athoufand flatterers fit within thy Crowne, 

Whofe compafife is no bigger then thy hand. 

And yet encaged in fo fmall a Verge, 

The wafteis no whit lefter then thy Land, 

Oh had thy Grandfir with a Prophets eye, 

Seen? how his fonnes fonne, fhould dellroy his fonnes, . 
From forth thy reach he would have layd thy fhame, 
Lepqling thee before thou wert poffell, 

Whichart polfelTnow to depofe thy ferfe, 

Why (Cofin) were thou Regent of the world. 

It were a fhame to let this Land by leafe: 

But for thy world enicying but this Land, 

Ts it not more then fhame ; to fhame -it fo ?' 

Landlord of England art thou,and not King: 

iliy Hate of Law, is bond (lave to the Law 

And * 

Rifc^. And thou, a lunaticke Ieane-witted fbole, ’ 
■Ptelumingon anAgues privelledge, 
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par’ll: with thy frozen aamonuic 
Make pale our cheeke, chafing the Royall blood 
"With fury, from his native residence ? 

Now by my Seates right Royall Maiefty, 

Wert thou not brother to great Edwards fonne, 

This tongue that runnes fo roundly in thy head , 

Should runne thy head from thy unreverent fhoulders. 

Gan- Oh fpare me not, my brother Edwards fonne, 
For that I was his father Edwards fonne l 
That blood already (like the Pel lican,) 

Thou haft tapt out, and drunkenly carows’d. 

My brother giocetter } p\aine well meaning foule, 
(Whom faire befall in heaven 'mongft happy foules ); 
May be a prefident,and witnefie good, 

That thou relpe&’ft not fpilling Edwards blood : 

Ioyne with the prefent fickeneffe that Ihaue, 

And thy unkindnefle be like crooked age. 

To crop at once a too-long wither’dflowre. 

Live in thy fhame, but dye not fhame with thee, 
Thefe words hereafter, thy tormentors be. 

Convey me to my bed,then to my grave, 
love they to liye,that loveand honour have. Exit, 
Etch. And let them dye,that age andfijillens have, 
For both haft thou, and both become the grave. 

Tor. I doe befeech your Maiefty impute his words 
To wayward ficklinefle, and age in him : 

He loues you on my life, and holds you deare 
As Harry Duke of Here ford, were he here. 

Rich. Right, you fay true ; as Herefords love, fo his; 

As theirs, fo mine : and all be as it is. 

Enter Northumberland • 

Nor* My Liege, old Gaunt, commends him to your 

Maiefty. 

What layes he ? 

Ner. Nay nothing,all is fayd: 

His tpEgue is now a firing lelfe inftrument. 
Words,lifc,and all, old hancafltr ha th fpent. 
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Tor. Be Yorke the next,that muft be bankrupt fo. 
Though death be poore, it ends a mortall wo. 

Rich. The ripeft fruit firft fals, and fo doth he. 

His time is fpent, our pilgrimage muft be: 

So much for that. Now for our frifh warres. 

We muft fupplant thofe rough rug-headed Kernes, 
Which five like venom, where no venom clfe 
But onely Uiey have privelledge to live. 

And for thefe great affaires do aske fome charge 
Towards our afliftance , - we doe feize to us 
The plate, coyne, and revenne-ws, and moveables. 
Whereof our V ncle Cj amt did ftand poffeft. 

Ter. How long-fhall I be patient ? Oh how long 
Shall tender duty make me fuffer wrong ? 

Not Glofters death, nor Herefords banifhment. 

Nor G aunts rebukes, nor Englands private wrongs. 
Nor the prevention of poore Bulltngbrooke , 

About his marriage, nor dy owne dilgrace 
Have ever made me fovvre my patient cheeke. 

Or bend one wrinkle on my foveraignes face: 

I am thelaft ofnoble Edwards Tonnes, 

Of whom thy father Prince of Wales was firft : 

In warres \yas never Lyon rag’d more fierce- : 

In peace, was never gentle Lambe more mild, 

Theh was that young and Princely Gentlemans 
His face thou haft, for even lb look’d he 
Accompufii d with the number of thy bowers : 

But when he frown’d, it was againfi the French, 

And not againfi hh friends-: his noble band 
Did win what he did fpend: and fpent not that 
Which his triumphant fathers hand had won: 

His hands were guilty of no kindreds blood. 

But bloody with the enemies of his kinne : 

Oh Richard, s orke is too farre gone with gtiefe, 
Orelfe he never would compare betweene. 

Rsch. Why Vncie, 

What’s the matter ? 

Eor. Oh my Liege, pardon me ifyou pleafe, if not 
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1 pleas'd not to be pardon’d ,am concent with all's 
Seeke you to feize.and gripe into your hands 
The Royalties and RightesOfbanifhr’d Hereford? 

Is not -Gaunt dead?and doth not Hereford live?' 

Was not Gatrn juft? and is not Harry trite ? 

Did not the one deferve to have an heyre ?■ 

Is not his heyre a well-deferving Tonne? 

Take Hereferds rights a way, and take from time 
His Charters , and hiscuftom ric rights : 

Let not to mOrrOw then infue to day. 

Be not thy Tel fe. For how art thou a King 
But by faire fequence and fucccflion ? 

Now afore God , God forbid I fay true, 
if you doe wrongfully feize Herefords right, 

Call in his Letters Patentsthat he hath 
By his Atturneyes generall , tofue 
'His Livery, and deny his offer’d homage, 

You plucke a thoufand dangers on your head. 

You loofe a thoufand well-difpofed hearts, 

And prickc my tender patience to thofe thoughts 
Which honor and aHegeance cannot thinke. 

Thinke what you will : wcfeile into our hands, 
His plate,hisgoods,his money, and his lands* 

Tor. He- not be by- the while : My Beige farewell, 
What will enfueherebf, thfeife’s none can tell; ■ 

But by bad courfes may be underftood. 

That iheirevents can never fall out . good. Exit* 

Rich. Goe Buprie to the Earle of Wiltfhire ftreight. 
Bid him repaire to us to Ely Houfe,* 

To fee this buftneffe : to morrow next 
We will for Ireland , and ’tis time,I trows 
And we create in abfence of our felfe 
Our VnckJe Ter he-, Lord Governer ofEngland ' 

For he isquft, and alwayes lov’d us well* 

Comeonout Queene,to*motrovvmhft wepart, 

Be merry , for ourtime of flay is fliort* Flo ttriJ • 

{^Manet North. Willoughby , and ff off. 

Nar* Well Lords, theDuke of Lancafter is dead. 



Rojf. And living too/or now his fonne is Duke* 
mil. Barely in title, not in revennew. 

Nor. Richly m both , iffuffice had her right. 

R 0 f, My heart is great 3 but it muff breake with filence 
Eer’t be disburtbendwitha liberal! tongue. 

Nor, Nay Cpe ake thy mind St let him ne’r fpeake more 
That fpcakes thy words againe to doe thee harme. 
ml. Tends that thou’dtt fpeake toth’ D* of Hereford ? 
If it be fo, out with it boldly man: 

Quicke is mine eare to : heare of godd tbw'ards him- 
Roff, No good at all that I can doe for him, 

Vnleffe you calfif good to'^ity him, ! ! . 

Bereft and gelded of his patrimony. 

Nor. N ow ; afore heaven' Ts : fhame fitch wrongs arc 
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In him a royail Prince, and many moc 
Of noble blood in this declining Land ; 

The King is not himfelfe ,< but bafely led 
By flatterers, and what they will informe 
Meerely in hate ’gainft any of tis all: 

That will the King ieverely profecute 
-Gainft us, our lives, our chi!drcn,and our heires. 

Roff. The Commons hath he pill’d with erievous taxes 
And quite loft their hearts : the Nobles hath lie fin’d 
ror ancient quarrels,and quite loft their hearts 
mi. And daily new exadions are devis’d 
As blankes, benevolences, and I wot not what • 

But what o’ Gods name doth become of this*? 

°J \ 'Wanes hath hot wafted it, for warfd he « r 

But bafely yeelded itpon comprimize, d » “ npt > 
That which his Ancertors atebieu’d with blowes- 
r P cnt rripea ce,theri they in warres 

Ro/TH ro ? ch > and defolution hangeth over him ' 
Kof. He hath not money for thefe Irifh wVJl 
(Hisburthenous taxations notwithftandint l S * 

Ut . y t)e robbing of the banifh’d Duke. ° 
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N ervHis noble Kinfman, moft degenerate King.? 

But Lord Sjvveheare this fearefulltempeftfing . 

Yet feekenofhelterto -avcyd the liorme: 

Wc fee the vvinde fit fere upon our- fifties, 

Arid yet we flake- not, but fecurely perifli* 

Ref We lee theuery vvracke that we nauftfuffer, 

Arid unavoyded is the danger now 
For fullering fethe caufies of our wradce. ■ 

No) .Not io; even through the hollow eycsof death, j 
I fpie life peercing: but I dare not fay. 

How ncere the tidings of our comfort is. 

Wil. Nay, let us fhare thy thoughts, as thou doft ours.- 
-fyABe confident to fpeakeNorcbumberland-, ; . ; 

We three, are-but thy felfe, and ipeaking lo, 

Thy words are but as thoughts, therefore be bold. 

N, or. Then thus : I have from Port le Blau 
A Bay in ’Britain?, receiv’d intelligence/ 

That Harry Duke of Hereford. , Raynald Lord fol/hatu^ 
That late broke fromthe Duke of Exeter, 

His brother Archbifhop, late of- Canterbury, 

Sir 7 he ft; as Frpingham, Sir Lohn RainftOn, 

Sir John N orbery ,Sir RobertWaterten^ and Francis fhjohiti 
Allthefc well furnifh’d by the Dukeof 'Brtttam, 
With eight tall fbips, three thpuland men of warre 
Are making hither with all due expedience. 

And fliortly meane to touch our Northerne fhore ; - 
Perhaps they had ere this, but that they flay 
The fir ft departing 6/ the King for Ireland. . 

If then we (lull fluke off our flavifliyoake,. • 
lumpe out our drooping Countries^brpken wing, 
Rcdeemefrom broken pawne-the.blemifb d CrowiWj 
Wipe off the duff that hides the Scepters gilt, 

And make high 

Away with mein polio lc Rav'-nffurgk,- ■ • 
]>brayoirfaint,.f5 tfdxipg to^docitp; -pfi 
Swy’^tiH Be feext'anff rny felfe wjJ^goe* 

Rof.l o borfe, to borle,urge doubts to them that fear!* 
wd. Hold but inv horfe.and I.wiil hr ft be there- 

* Sccu 



Enter Queenc^Bptfhj , and Bagot* 

BufiMzd&m, your M a jelly is too much fad. 

You promis d when you parted with the King, 

T.o lay afide'felfe-harming heavinefle, 

And entertaine acheerefull difpofition. 

^h*To pleafethe King, I did : to pfeafe my felfe 
I cannot doe , it •• yet I know no caufe 
Why T fliould welcome fuch a gueft as griefe,. 

Save bidding farewell to fo fweetagueft 
As my fweet Richard , yet againe me thinkes 
Some unborne forrowripe in fortunes wombe 
Is comming towards me, and my inward foule 
With nothing trembles,at fomethingit grieves. 

More than with partirig from my Lord the King. 

Bufl;. Each fubftance ofa griefe had twenty Shadows 
Which fbewes like griefe it felfe, but is not fo: 

For forrowes eye glazed with blinding tearcs. 

Divides one thing intirc, to many objects 
Like perfpeflives, which rightly gaz’d upon 
Shew nothing but confufion, ey'd awry, 

Diftinguifht foime: fo your'fweet Maiefty 
Looking awry upon your Lords departure. 

Find fliapes of -griefe,more then himlelfe to waile, ' 
Which look'd on as it is, is nought blit lhadowes 
Of what it is not, then thrice-gracious Q,ueene, 

then yoiihLbrds departure weepe not, more’s not 
Or if it be, tis with falfe forrows eye, ( fecne.; 

W hich fbr things true, weepe things 1 imaginary. 

$?' Beloy but yet my inward foule 

Perlwades me it is otherwife how ere it be 
I cannot butbeffad: io heavy fad. 

D • 3 As 






As though Ofi thinking on no thought I thinkej 
Makes me with heavy nothing faint and fhrinke* 

Bttjh. ’Tis nothing but conceit (my gracious Lady,) 
Tis nothing leffe : conceit is ftill deriu’d 
From fome fore father greefc, mine is not fo. 

For nothing hath begot myfomething gricfe, 
Orfomethingjhath the nothing that I grieve, . 

’Tis in reverfion that I doe poflfefte. 

But what it is,that is not yet knovvne, what 
I cannot name/tis namelefle woe 1 wot. Enter Green* 

Gree. Heaven lave your Majefty,and well met Gentle. 
I hope the King is not yetfliipt for Ireland. ( men; 

W hy hoy ft thou fo? *1 is better hope he is : 

For his defignes crave hafte, good hope. 

Then wherefore doft thou hope he is not fhipt ? 

Gree- That he our hope^might have retyr’d his powetj 
And driven into delpaire an enemies hope, 

Who ftrongly hath let footing in this Land, ' , 

The banifh a Bullingbrooke repealcs himlelfe. 

And with up-lifted Armes is fafe arriu’d 
At Rauenfpttrg. 

Now God in heaven forbid. 

Cjree. O Maddam ’tis too true: and that is, worfe, 
The L. Northumberland, his young fonne,#my Perej, 
The Lords of Rotte, Beanmond } and WiUoughby. 

With all their powerful! friends are fled to him. 

Buf?- Why have you not proclaim’d Northumberland 
And the reft of the revolted faction. Tray tprs ? 

Gree. We have : whereupon the Earle of Worcefter 
Hath broke his ftaffe, refign’d his Stewardfliip, (fwi 
And all the houlhold feruants fled with him to Bulb. 

Qu. So Greene , thou art the Midwife of my woe, 
And Bullingbrooke my forrowes difmall heyre : 

Now hath my foule brought forth her prodigy, : 

And I a gafping new delivered mother, 

Haue woe to woe forrow to forrow ioyn’d. 

Btffi, Delpaire not Madam. 

Who jfhall hinder me? 

^ ' I will 
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I will defpaire,and beat emnity 
With couzening hope ; he is a flatterer, 

AParalite, a keeper backe of death, . 

Who gently would diffolve the bands or u‘e. 

Which falfe hopes' linger in extremity- 
Enter Torke • 

Gree. Here comes the Duke of Yorker 

flu. With Hgnesofwarre about his aged necke, 

Oh full of careful! buftneffe arehis lookes: 

Vncle/or heavens fake Ipeake comfortable words. 

Bor. Comfort’s in Heaven, and we are on the earth. 
Where nothing lives but crolfes>eare,and griefe : 

Your husband he is gone tofave farreoff, 

Whilft others come to make hisloofe at home ; 

Here am I left to underprop his Land, 

Who weake with age,cannot fupport myfelfe: 

Now comes his fickc houre that his furfeit made. 

Now fhall he try his friends that flattered him- 
Enter a Servant . 

Ser. My Lord, your fonne was gone before I came. 
Tor. He was : why fo, goe all which way it will : 

The Nobles they are fled, the Commons they are cold. 
And will I feare revolt on Hereford* fide. 

Sirra, get thee to Plafhy to my lifter Glofier, 

Bid her fend meprefentlya thoufand pound,’ 

Hold, take my Ring. 

Ser , My Lord, I had forgot 

To tell your Lordflup.to day Icame by, and call’d there, 
But 1 fhall gneveyou to report the reft. 

Tor* What is’t knave? 

An houre before I came, the DutchefTe di’de. 

o. eav en ror his mercy , what a tide of woes 
Come rufhing on this wofull Land at once > 

I know not what to doe : I would to heaven 

-n ° ^ v ? crL ) c ^ ^ at h not provok’d him to it ) 

The King had cut off my head with mybrethers. 

w h A ar o thcr ^° fl , es dif P atcht fa Ireland > 

How ftiallvYe doe for money for thefe warres ? 

Come 
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Come filler (Cofin 1 would fay ) pray pardon me 
Goefellow,get thee home, provide fome Carts, 

And bring away the Armour that is there. 

Gentlemep, will younaufter men - ? 

If 1 know how.or which way to order thefe affaires 
Thus diforderly thrull into my hands* 

Never belecve me« Both are my kinfmen, 

Th’one is my Soveraigne, whom both my oath 
And duty bids defend : theother a game 
Is my kinfman,whom the King hath wrong’d. 

Whom confidence, and my kindred bids to right, 
Well.fomewhat wc mull doe : Come Colin, 
Ilediipofe of you. Gentlemen goemulkr up your tr.cn, 
And meet me prefently at Barkley Caftie : 

I fhould to Plafhy too,but time will not permit, 

All is uneven, and every thing is left at fix and feven. Ex, 
BufbJ'he wind fits faire for newes to goe to Ireland, 
But none rettirnes : for us to levy power 
Proportionable to th’ enemy* is all imptflfible. 

dree. Befides ourneerenefic to the King in love, 

Is neerc the hate of thole love not the King. 

Bag. And. that’s.the wavering Commons,for their love 
Lies in their purfes, and whoio empties them, 

By fo much fils their hearts with deadly hate* 

Bufl>. Therein the King Hands generally condemn’d* 
Bag. If judgement lye in them, then fo doe we, 
Becaufewehavebeene everneerethe King. 

. (jjYtf.Wel!: I will for refuge (freight to.Brilloll Calllc, 
The Earle of W iltlhire is, already there. 

Bufh. Thither will I with you, for little office 
Will the hatefull Commons performefor us, 

Except like Curres, to teare. us all inpieces : 

Will you goe along with us ? 

j?4£.No,I will to Ireland to his Maiefty : 

Farewell, if hearts prefages be not vaine. 

We three here part,that nev'r fhall mcete againe. 
Bu. That’s as York* thrives to beate backe Bullinbroa^- 
Gr, Alas poore Duke, the taske he undertakes 



i^ffibrmgTand^anddnnking Oceansdry, 

Where one on his fide fight$,thoufands will Bye. 

Bttfh. Farewell at once, for once, for all, and ever* 
Well.we may meet againe* 

Bag. T feare me never. Exit « 



Sctena Tenia, 



Enter the Duke ofHereford } and Northum- 
berland. 

• 2?«/.How farre is it my Lord to Barkley now ? 

Nor, Beleeve me noble Lord, 
lama ftranger herein Glofterjhire. 

Thefe high wide hils, and rough uneven wayes; 
Drawesout onr miles, and makes them wearyfome: 
And yet our faire difcourfe hath beene as Sugar, 
Making the hard way fweet and delegable; ° 

But I bethinke me, what a weary way 
From Ravenfpurgh to Cottfhold will be found. 

In Rojfe and wanting your compan y 

Which I proteft hath very much beguild 
The teadioufneflfe,and proceffe of my travel] * 

But theirs is fweetned with the hope to Ha ve 

The prefent benefit that T poffeffe : 

And hope to joy, is little lefie in joy 
Then hope enjo/d: By this, the weary Lords 
Shall make their vvay feerfie (hotels mine hath done,' 
By fightofwhat H m , y0 „ mic c0 ’ 00 * 

Then your good words: but who come, here f 
. Enter H. Percy. 

Harry how fares your Vnde ? 1 ° e,verj 



Percy 




Terey. iliaG -bought,. mj 
feealthofyou* 

A7«r.Why ishe not with the Queene? 

Percy. No, my good Lord, he hath forfookethe Co® 
Broken his Staffe of Office, and difper.it 
The Houfhold of the King* 

Nor. What was his realon ? 

He was not fo refolv'd, when we laft fpake together. 

Pfr^.Becaufe.your LOrdfhip was proclaimed Traytor. 
But he, my Lord, is gone to Ravenfpurgh, 

To offer i’ervice to the Duke of Hereford, 

And fent.me overby Barkely, to diicover 
What power the Duke of Yorke had levied there, 
Then with dire&ion to rcpaire to Ravenfpurgh. 

Nor. Have you forgot the Duke of Hereford (Boy!) 

Percy. No, my goocl Lord ; for that is not forgot 
Which ne’re 1 did remember : to my knowledge, 

3 never in my life did lookeon him* 

N*r. Then learne to know him now: this is the Dub 

Percy. My gracious Lord, I tender you my lervice, 
Such as it is, being tender, raw, ana young, 

Which elder dayesfhall ripen, and confirmc 
To more approved fervice anddefert. 

Bui. I thanke thee gentle Percy, and be furs 
1 count myfelfein nothing elfe lb happy, 

As in a foule remembring my good friends: 

And as my fortuneripens with my love, 

It fhall be ffill thy true loves recompence, 

My heart this covenant makes, my hand thu$ leaks it. 

Nor. How-fa rre is it to Barkley ? and whatffirre 
Keepes good old- Porky, there,vyitn his men of warre ? 

Percy. There Hands the Caftle,by yond tnfc of Trees, 
Manrid with three hundred men,asj haycheat'd, 

And initare the Lords of. Porky, Barky/?, and Sejmory 
None elle of Name, andnoble eftimate* 

Enter Rojfe, and Willoughby’ , 

Nor, Here comes the Lords of Rojfe , and WilkH'Ph 

Bloody 




Bloody with fpurring , fiery red with haft* 

But. Welcome my Lords, I wot your love purfues 
A baniffit Traytor ; all my Treafury 
Is yet but unfelt thankes, which more enrich d. 

Shall be your love, and labours recompence* 

Kof. Your prefence makes vs rich,moft Noble Lord, 
ml. And farre furmounts our labour to attaine it, 

Bui. Evermore thankes, th’Exchequer of the poorc. 
Which till my infant-fortune comes to yeares. 

Stands for my bounty : but who comes here ? 

Enter Barkely. 

Nor.lt is my Lord of Barkely as I gueffe. 

Bark. My Lord of Hereford,my meffage is to you. , 
Bui. My -Lord, myanfweris to Lancaster, 

And l amcometofeekethat name in England, 

And T mull find that Title in your Towne, 

Before I make reply to ought you fay* 

Bark. Miftakeme not,my Lord, 'tis not my meaning 
To raz-e one title of your honour out. 

1 o you, my Lord, 1 come (what Lord you will) 

From the moft glorious of this Land, 

The Duke of Porky yo know what pricks you on 
To take advantage of the ablent rime, 

And fright our native peace with feife-borne Armes* 
Enter Porky. 

Bui. I (hall not need tranfport my words by you. 

Here comes his Grace in perfon. My Noble Vncle* 
Shew me thy humble Heart, and not thy Knee, 
Whofe duty is decei vable and falfe, 1 

Bui. My gracious Vncle. u 

r or. Tut, tut, Grace me no Grace, nor Vncle me, 

I am no Traytors Vncle ; and that word Grace 
Wh “H 8 rac j° us m outh, is but prophane. 

Why have thefe baniffi d, and forbidden Legoes 
Dar d once to touch the duft of Englands Ground? 

But more then why, why have they dar’d to march 

Somany miles upon her peacefuIlBofome 

Frighting her pale fac’d Villages with Wane 
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And oftentationof defpiled Armes? 

Com’ ft thou beeauieth’anoynted King is hence? 

Why fcolifh Boy, the King is left behind. 

And in myloyflU Bofotne lyes his power. . 

Were I but now the Lord of fuch hot youth. 

As when braue Gaunt thy Father, and thy i'elfe, 
Refcucd the black* Prwce -, that young Mats of men, 
From forth the Rankes of many thousand French: 

Oh then , how quickly fhould this. Arme of mine, 
Now prifoner to the Plafihy , chaftife thee, 

And minifter corre&ion to thy fault, 

Bui. My gracious Vncle,lct meknowmy fault, 

On what condition ftandsit,and wherein ? 

fer.Even in condition of the worft idegrce, 

Ingrofle Rebellicn,and deteftedTreafon: 

Thou art a banifh’d man, and here art come 
Before th’ expiration of thy time, 

T n braving Armes agunft thy Soveraigne, 

'B'ul. As I was banilh’d,^ wasbaniflfd Hereford, 
But as a I come, I come for Lancaslcr- 
And noble Vncle,l befeech your Grace 
Looke on my wrongs with an indifferent eye : 

Y cu are my Father/or me thinkes in you oil 

I fee old Gaunt alive. Oh thenmy. Fa.cher, . 

Will you permit, that I fliall ftana condemn’d 
A wandring Vagabond, my Rights and Royalties 
Pluckt from my armes perforce, and given away 
To upftarc unthrifts ? therefore was I borne ? 

If that my Coufin King, be King of England, • 

It mu ft be granted, I am Duke of Lancafter. 

You have a fonne i-Aumerle, my Noble Kinfman, 

Had you .fir if died and he bin thus trod downe, 
Hefhould have found his Gaftnt : a father* 

To rowze his>vi. : ofigs,and i fj. 

I am d;enydej:p : f^.myTiy<®y-hereiiio loi ■■ oj 
A nd yet my Letters Pattens .give me leave ov. ■ 

My fathers goods are all dillraynd, and fold, 

And thefe s apdail a mi he knploycV, :• - ' ,. jt 



What would you have me doe ? I amafubiefl, 

Arid challenge Law, Attorneyts are denyd me. 

And therefore petfonally 1 m y claime 
To mine inheritance of free Deicent. , ,, 

Nor. The Noble Duke hath beene too much abus a. 
Rof It Bands your Grace upon to doe him right, 
ml. Bafemenby his endowments are made great. 
Ter. My Lords of England, let me tell you this, 

I have had feeling of my Cofins wrongs. 

And labour’d all 1 could to doe him right : 

But in this kind, to come in braving Armes, 

Be his owne Carver, and cut out his way. 

To find out Right with wrongs,it may not be ; 

And' you that doe abeit him in this kind, 

Cherifh Rebellion, and are Rebels all. 

Ter. The Noble Duke hath fwornehis commingis 
But for his owne, and for the right of that. 

We all have ftrongly fworne to give him ayd. 

And let him nev’r fee joy,that breaks that oath. 

T or . Well, well, 1 fee the iflue of thefe Armes, 

3 cannot mend it, I muft needs confefle, 

Becaufe my power is weake , and all ill left ; 

But if I could, by him that gave me life, 

I would attach you all, ana make you ftoope 
Vntothe Sovetaigne mercy of the King* 

But fince I cannot, be it knowne to you , 

I doe- remaineas Neuter. So fare you well, 

Vniefle you pleafe to enter in the Cattle, 

And there repofe you fdr' this Night- 'dc-: 

Bui. An offer Vnele, that we Will accept : 

But we muft winne yotfr Grace to goe with as 
To Bri ftol 1 Cattle^ which they fay is held 
By Bu[hie ) Bag<rt i s.rs&. thek Complices, - ybiioir. !w 
• The . Caterpillers of the Commonwealth, 

W hich I have fworne to weede,and pluke away! 

Tor. u m ay be I will goe with you, but yet ile pawfe, 
For I am loth to breake our Countries Lawes ; 

Not Friends, nor Foes, to me welcome you are, 

3 Things 




Secena Quart a 



Things -pa ft redrefle,are now with me pad care. Exmt* 



Enter Salisbury and a Captaine, 

CaptMy Lord of Salisbury jWe have flay d ten dayes, 
And hardly kept our Countrymen together. 

And yetweheare no tidings from the King: 

T herefore; we will difperfe our felves: farewell. 

Sal . Stay yet another day, thou trufty Welchman, 
The King repofeth all his confidence in thee. 

£apt~ Tis thought the King is dead,we willuot ftay ; 
The Bay-trees in our Country all are,wither’d. 

The Meteors fright the fixed Starres of Heaven; 

The pale-fac d Moone lookes bloody on the Earth, 
And leane-lookt Prophets whifper fearefull change ; 
Rich men looke fad, and Ruffians dance and leape. 
The one in feare,to lofe what they, enioy. 

The other to enjoy by Rage, and Warre : 

Thefe fignes fore-run the death of Kings. 
Farewell,our Countrymen are gone and fled, 

As wcllaffurd Richard their King is dead. 

Sal. Ah , Richard, with eyes of heauymind, 

I fee thy Glory , like a (hooting Starre, 

Fall to the bafe Earth, from the Firmament: 

Thy Sunne lets weeping in the lowly Weft. 
Witnefling ftormes t© ; come,woe,and unreft : 

Thy friends are fled 3 to waite upon thy foes, 

Ana eroflely to thy good,all fortune goes. 



Exit* 



■Exit* 



'Tertm 0 . Scoria ( Prima . 



Muter Pullinybrodke^P orbe J^Porthumberiandy 
RoJJe, Percy JRillougbby ; with Bujhy 
and Greene , prifoners. 

Bal . Bring forth thefe men : 

Bujhy and Greene , I will not vex your foules, 

( Since prefently your foules muft part your bodies ) 
With two much-urging your pernitious liues. 

For 'twere no Charity : - yet to walh your blood 
From of? my hands, herein the view of men, 

I will unfold fome caules of your deaths. 

You have mif-Ied a Prince, a royal! King, 

A happy Gentleman in Blood jand Lineaments, 

By you unhappied,and disfigur’d cleane: 

You have in manner with your finfull houres 
Made a Divorce betwixt his Queene and him. 

Broke the Poffeflion of a Royall Bed, 

And ftayn’d the beauty of a faire Quecnes Cheekes, 
With teares drawne from her eyes , with your foule 
My felfe a Prince, by fortune of my birth, (wrongs. 
Necreto the King in Blood,and neere inlove. 

Till you did make him mif-intcrpret me. 

Have ftoopt my necke under your iniuries, 

Andfigh’d my-Englilh breath in forraigne Clouds, 
Eating the bitter bread of banifhment; 

While you have fed- upon my Seigniories* 

Dif-park'd my Parkes,and fell’d my Forreft woods ; 
From mine owne windowes torne my Houfhold Goat, 
Raz'd out my Imprefe,leaving me no figne. 

Save mens opinions,and my living blood. 

To (hew the world lama Gentleman. 

"This, and much more, much more then twice all this. 

Con- 




Condemnes ycuto the death : re? 

To execution , and the hand of death# 

Bufb. More welcome is the broke of death to me, 
Then Bullingbrooke to England. 

Gree. My comfort is, that Heaven will take otir foules, 
And plague iniufiice with the paines of hell. 

Bui. My Lord Northumberland^ fee them dilpatch’d: 
Vncle, you fay the Queene is at your Houfe, 

For Heavens fake,fairely let her be inueated. 

Tell her,I lend to hei my kind commends ; 

Take fpeciall care my greetings be deliver’d, 

Ter. A Gentleman of mine, I have difpatch’d 
With Letters of your loue ( to her at large. 

'Bui. Thankes gentle Vncle: come Lords away, 

To fight with Gendoure , and his Complices; 

A while to worke,and after holliday. Exm, 



Sc tend Secunda . 



Drums , Elourifr, and Colours . 

Enter Richard y Autnerle i Carltle i and, Sou Idlers . 

Rick. Barkloughly Cable call you this at hand? 

Au. Yea, my Lora: how brooks your Gracethcayre, 
After your late telling on the breaking Seas ? 

Rich. Needs mufti like itwell,Iweepeforioy 
To band upon my Kingdome once againe. 

Deare Earth, I doe falute thee with my hand. 

Though Rebels wound thee with their Horles hoofes : 
Asa long parted Mother with her Child, 

Playes fondly with her teares, and fmiles in meeting, 
So weeping, fmiling, greet I thee the Earth, 

And doe thee favour with my Royall hands, 

Feed not thy Soveraignes Foe, my gentle Earth, 

Nor with thy fweetes comfort his ravenous fence ; 



But let thy Spiders that fucke up thy venoms 
And heavy-gated Toade lye in their way; 

Doing annoyance to the treacherous feete. 

Which with ufurping fteps doe trample thee. 

Yeild bingingNettles to mine Enemies ; 

And when they from thy bofomc plucke a Flower, 

Gpard it I pretheft with a lurking adder, 

Whole double tongue may with a mortall touch 
Throw death upon thy Soveraignes Enemies. 

Mocke not my fencelelfe Conjuration: Lords; 

This earth (hall have a feeling, and thefe Stones 
Prove armed SouIdiers,ere her native King 
Shall.falter under fowle Rebellious Armes. 

CW.Feare not my Lord ,that power that made yon King 
Hath power to keepe you King, in fpight of all. 

Aum.Wt meanes, my Lord,that we are too remifle, 
Whileft Bullingbrooke through their fecurity, 

Growes firong and great, in fubbance and in friends* 
Rich. Difcomfortable Cofin, knoweb thou not, 

That when the fearching Eye of Heaven is hid 
Behinde the Globe,that lights the lower world, 
Thentheeves and Robbers raunge abroad unfeene. 

In Murders and in out-rage bloody here : 

But when from under this Tcrrebriall Ball 
He fires the proud tops of the Eaberne Pines, 

And darts his-Lightning through ev’ry guilty hole. 

Then Murders,! real'ons, and detefted (innes 

(The Cloake of Night beingpluckt from off their backes) 

Stand bare and naked, trembling atthemfelves. 

So when this 1 hiefe,this Tray tor Bullingbrooke f 
Who all this while hath rCuelPd in the Night, 

Shall fee us rifing in our Throne, the Eall, 

HisTreafons will fit blufhing in his face, 

Notable to endure the fight of day; 

But felfe-affrighted, tremble' at his^nne- 
Not all the water in tlie rough' rude Sei or; • ' r - ■ 

Can walh the Balme from an anoynted King ; 

■ihei»reath of worldly men cannot depofe 

F The 







TheDeputyele&ed by the Lord : 
for every manpthat Bullingbrooke hath preft. 

To lift (hrev, u Steele againft our Golden Crowne 
Heaven for his Richard hath in heavenly pay 
A glorious Angelh then if Angels fight, 

Weake men muft fall/or Heaven ftill guards the right. 
Enter Salisbury, 

W el come my.Lord,how farre offlyesyour power ? 

Sahsb. Nor neere.nor farther off, my gracious Lord 
Then this weake arme; difeomfort guides my ton'me* 
Andbidsmefpeake of nothing butdefpaire: ’ 

One day to late, I feare ( my Noble Lord ) 

Hath clouded all my happy dayes on Earth : 

Oh call backe Ycfter day, bid time returne. 

And thou flnlt have twelve thoufand fighting men : 
Today, today, unhappieday too late 
Orethrowes thyloyes. Friends, Fortune, and thy State, 
F or all the VVelch*men hearing thou wert dead, 

Are gone to Bullingbrooke y difperli, and fled. 

Awn. Comfort my Liege, why lookes yourCractlo 
pale ? 

R icb. But now the blood of twentie thoufand Men . 
Did triumph in my face , and they are fled. 

And till fo much blood thithercome againc. 

Have I notreafon to Jookepale, and dead ? 

All foules that will be life , flye from my fide. 

For time hath fet a blot upon my pride. 

Aum. Comfort my Liege, remember who you arft 
'Rich. I had forgot my lelte- Am I not King? 
Awake thpulluggard Mafefty, tihoufleepeft: 

Is not the Kings Name forty thouland Names ? 
Arme, arme my Name •' a puny fubiedl (hikes 
At thy great glory , Looke not to the ground. 

Ye Favorites of a King : are we not high ? 
Highbeour thoughts : I know my Vncle Torkf 
Hath Power enough to lervc our turne, 

But who comes here ? Enter Scmpt- 

Scrooge. More health and happineflebetide my Lieg*s 



Then can my care-tun’d tongue deliver him * > 
i? Mine eare is operand my heart prepar dr 
The worft is worldly Ioffe, thou canft unfold : 

Say,Ts my Kingdome loft ?why Twas my Care: 

And what lode is it to be rid of Care ? 

Strives Bullingbrooke to be as great as we ? 

Greater hefhallnotbe : If he ferve God, 

Wee’l ferve him too ; and be bis Fellow fo* 

Revolt our fub;e<fts ? That we cannot mend. 

They breake their Faith to God as well as us: 

Cry Woe,Deftru<ftion,Ruine;Loffe,Decay, 

The worft is Death, and death will have his day* 

Scroope.Ghd am I ,that your Highnefl'e is fo arm' d 
Tobeare the tidings of Calamity., 

Like an unfeafonable ftormy day, 

Which make the filver Rivers drowne their Shores, 

As if the world were all diffolu’d to teares : 

So high, above his Limits, fwells the Rage 
Of Bullingbrooke , covering your fearefull Land 
With hard bright Steele,and heartsharder then Steele : 
W hite Beares have arm'd theirthin and haireleffe Scalps 
B gainft thy Ma/efty , and boyes with womens voyces. 
Strive to fpeake-bigge , and clap their female joynts 
In ftiffe unwieldy Armes : againft thy Crowne 
I hy very Beadf-men learneto bend their bowes 
Of double fatall Eugh : againft thy (fate 
Yea Diftaffe-VVomen manage rufty Bills : 

Againft thy Seat both young and old rebell. 

And all goes worfe then I have power to tell. 

A ich' Too well,too well thou tell’ft a Tale fo ill. 
Where is the Earle of Wiltfhire Pjwhere is Bagot ? 

, VVhat is become of Bujhy ? whereis Greene ? 

That they have let the dangerous Enemy 
Meafure our Confines with luch peacefull fteps ? 

If we prevaile, their hands (hall pay for it. 

I warrant they haue made peace with BuMngbrocke. 
Scroape. pe^cc have they made with him itideede(my 



Rich, 








Kick, OhVillaineSjVipers/lamn’d without rcdembtT^ 
Dogs, eafily won to fawne on any man, ™ Cflj 

Snakes in my heart blood warm’d, that- fling m y|j e 
Three Iudafles, each one thriceworfe then Kdl r ’ 
Would they make peace ? terrible Hell make wane 
Vpon their fpotted foules for this Offence. J 
Scrooge, Sweet love ( I fee ) changing his property 
Turnes to the fowreft , and moft deadly hate! h 
Againe uncurfe their foules: their peaeeismade 
\V ith Heads,and not with bands : thofe whom you cant 
Have felt the worftof deaths deflroying hand. 

And lye full low, grav’d in the hollow ground. 1 
■Ann;’ Is Bufiy, Greene, and the Earle of W i It fhire dead 
Scroope - Yea,all of them at Briftow loft their heads- 
Aum. Where is the Duke my Father with his Power? 
Rich . No matter where, of comfort no manfpeake: 
Let’s talke of Graves,of W ormes,and Epitaphs, 
Makeduft our Paper, and with Rainy Eyes 
Write forrow in the bofomc ofthe Earth. 

Let’s chufe Executors, and talke of Wills : 

And yet not fo ; for what can we bequeath, . 

Save our depofed bodies to the ground ? 

Our Lands.our lives, and all are Bulltngbrooks s, 

And nothing can we call our ownejbut Death, 

And that fmall modell of the barren. Earth, 

Which ferves as pafle,and cover to our bones: 

For Heavens fake let us fit upon the ground. 

And tell fad flories of the death of Kings ; 

How fome have beenc depos’d, feme flaine in warre, 
Some haunted by the Ghofts they havexdepos'd, 

Some poyfon’d by their Wives, fome fleeping kill’d, 
All murther'd. For within the hollow Crowne 
That rounds the mortall temples of a King, 

Keepes Death hisCourt,and there the Antiquefits 
Scoffing his Rate, and grinning at his pompe, 
Allowing him a breath, a little Scene, 
ToMonarchize, be fear'd, and kill with lookes, „ 
Iafufing him with felfe and vainecooceit. 



^ ir this nefh , which walls about our Life, 

Were Braffe impregnable : and humor’d thus, 

Comesat the Iaft, and with a little Pihne 
Boares through his Caftle Walls, aud farewell King 
Cover your heads, and mocke not flefh and, blood 
With folemne Reverence: throwaway Refpeft, 
Tradition, forme, and Ceremonious duty. 

For you have but nfftooke me all this while •• 

Hive with bread like yon , feeleWant, 

TafteGriefe, need Friends : fubje&ed thus. 

How can you fay to me, I am a King ? 

Carl. My Lord jwife men ne’iewaile their preient Wbesj 
But prefently prevent the wayes to waiie : 

To ft are the Foe,fince fea’re oppreffeth flrength. 

Gives in your Weakeneife, flrength unto your Foe j 
Feare,ana be flaine , no worfe can come to fight. 

And fight and die, is death deflroying death- 
Where fearing dying, payes death fervile breath. 

Aftm . My Father hath a Power,enquire of him. 

And learne to make a Body of a Limbe • 

Rtch.Hhovt chid’ft me welbproud Bullingbroo\e I come' 
To change biowes with thee, for our day of Doomc : 

This Ague-fit of feare is over-blowne*. 

An eafie taskeitisto win-our owne. 

Say where lies our V ncle with his Power A 

Speakefweetly man,althoughthy lookesbe fowre. 

Scroope. Men nidge by the complexion ofthe skie 
The ftate and inclination of the day, 

So may you by my dull and heavy Eye: 

My tongue hath but a heavier Tale tofay :- 
I play the torturer ,by fmall andfmall 
To lengthen out the worffthat rnaftbe fpoken, 
YourVnsle Tork< is joyn-d with Bullingbrooke , 

And all yourNorcherne Caflles yeilded up, 

And all your foutherne Gentlemen in Aimes 
Vponhis Fait ion. 

-R/r/nThou haftfayd enough. 

Beflirew thee Colin, wiiku didfl lead me-for&h -• 
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r BuU Miftake not(Vncle) farther than you ftiould. 
Ter.T ake not (good Cofin) farther than you fhoul'cL 
Leaft you miftake, the heavens are ore your head* * 
Bui. ] know it (Vnc’e) and oppofe not my felfe 
Againft their will-But who comes here ? 

Enter Percy. 

W elcome Harry : what, will not this Caftle yceld ? 

Per.The Cattle royally ismann’d, my lord 
Againft thy entrance. 

Bui Royally ? Why,it contayues no King ? 

Per. Yes (my good Lord) 

It doth containe a King: King Richard lyes 
Within the limits of yond Lime and Stone, 

And with him the Lord Aumerle ,Lord Salisbury 
Sir Stephen Scroope , befides a Cleargy man 7 
Of holy reverence : who, I cannot learne. 
Afw.Oh,belikeitis the Bilhop ofCarfiie, 

Bui. Noble Lord, 

Goeto the rude Ribs of that ancient Caftle, 

Through Brazen Trumpet fend the breath of Parle 
Into his ruin’d Eares, and thus deliver: 

Henry Bullingbroohe upon his knees doth kifle 
King 1 \ichards hand,and fends allegeance 
And true faythof heart tohisroyall Peribn: hither come 
venat his feete,to lay myarmesand power 
Provided, that my Banifhment repeal’d , 
nd Lands reftor d againe,be freely granted: 

If not,ileufe th advantage ot my power. 

And laythefummers duft with Ihowers of blood 

?L y l r r, the y om i s ?( ftaughter’d Englifhmen; 
The which^ovv farre off from the mind of Bullingbrooh 
It is,fuch CnmfonTempeft ftiould bedrench 

M^ftn!r'° ree j ne Laf) ° tfa,reK,n g Shards Land 
My (looping duty tenderly fhall fhew. 

VnlTi? 1 ^ ^ m uch, while here we match 
Vponthe G raffle Carpet ofthis plaine 

That £ ^ r°n , che ^yfe of threading Drum, 
nat from this Caftcls tatter’d Bailments 

• ‘ " ' Our 



Of that Iweet way I wa s in ,to dilpairTT 
W hat fay you now ? what comfort have we now ? 

By heaven He hate himeverlaftingly, 

That bids me be of comfort any more. 

Goe to Flint Gaftle,there lie pine away, 

A King, Woes flave,fhall Kingly W oe obey: 

That power I have, difcharge, and let ’em goe 
To care the Land ,that hath fome hope to grow 
Fori have none. Let no man (peake againe 
To alter this, forcounfaileis butvaine, 

■Hum. My Liege,one word* 

Rich. He does me double wrong. 

That wound s me with the flatteries of his tongue, 
Difcharge my followers : let them hence away. 

From Richards Night,to Bullingbrookes faire Day. Exttt, 



Sctena Tertia. 



Enter with Drum and Colours , Bullingbroohe forky, 
Northumberland, Attendants. * 

Bui. So that by this intelligence we learne 
The W elchmen aredifpers’d, and Salisbury 
Is gone to meete the King, who lately landed 
W ith fome few private fnends,upon this Coaft. 

Nor. The news is very faire and good my Lord, 
Richardnot farre from hencc,.hath hid his head. 

Bor. It would befeemethe Lord Northumberland, 
To (ay King Richard: a lacke the heavy day. 

When fuch a facred King ftiould hide his head. 

Nor Your Grace miftakes: onely tobebriefe. 

Left I this Title out. 

Por. The time hath beene. 

Would you havebeen£ fo briefe wirh him,he would 
Have beene fo briefe with you,to ftiortenyou, 
tx>r t«kmg fo the head j your whole heads length* 

Bttl. 



Our faire Appoyntments may be well perus d 
Me thinkes King Rt chard and my felfe fhould meete 
With no lefle terror then the Elements 
0 f Fire and Water j when their thundering fmoake 
At meeting teares the cloudy cheekes of Heaven-; 

Be he the fire , Ilcbexhe yeilding Water ; 

The rage be his, while on the Earth I raine 
My ;yVaters on the Earth, and not on him. 

March on, and marke King Richard how he lookes. 

P at Is without y and anjwer within ; then a Elourijh * 
Enter on the flails ^Rjchardfarlile^umerlejStroofj 
Salisbury • 

See, fee, King Richard dothhimfeH'e appeare 
As doth the blufhing difeontented Sunne, 

From cut the fiery Portall of the Eaft. 

When he perceives the envious clouds are bent 
To dimme his glory, and to ftaine thetraft 
Of his bright paffage to the Occident. 

Tor. Yet lookes he like a King : behold his Eye 
( As bright as is the Eagles) lightens forth 
Controlling Majejty : alacke,alacke,forvvoe, 

That any harme fhould ftaine fo faire a fhow. 

Rich. We are.amaz’d, and thus long have we flood 
T o watch the fearcfull bending of thy Knee, 

Becaufe we thought our felfe thy lawfull King : 

And if we be, how dare thy ioynts forget 
To pay the awfull duty of our prefence? 

If we be not, fit ew ns the hand of God, 

That hathdilmis’d us from our Steward fhip, 

Fpr well we know no hand of blood and bone 
Can gripe the facred handle of our Scepter, 

Vnlefl'e he doe prophane, flealeor ulurpe- 
And though you thinke, that alias you have done, 
Havetorne their foules,by turning them from us, 

And we are barren, and bereft of friends: 1 
Yet know, my mafter, God Omnipotent, 

Is muftring in his Clouds, inourbehalfe, 

Amies of Peftilence,and they fhall ftrike 



Your Children yet unborne, and unbegot. 

That ift your Wall hands againft my head, 
the glory of my precious Ciowne. 

Tell Rulhngbrooke , f or yond me thinkes be is 
That every flnde he makes upon my Land * 
Isdangerous Treal'on: he is come to ope * 

The purple Teftament of bleeding Warre • 

Butere the Crowne he lookes for, live in ^eace 

lu 11 !?.? u fandfc oody cr0vvnes of Mothers Sonnes 
Shall ill become the flowerof England* face 

Change the complexion of her Maide-pale Peace 
To Scarlet indignation , and bedew P 
Herpaftors GrafTe with faythfull Engli/h blood 

a u / C Heaven forbid bmdSekia 
Should fo with civil! and vneivili Armes h & S 
Be ru J d upon : Thy thrice-noble Cofin. 

TU C °f ITir u ing blther hath no Either fcone * 

gracious utterance thou haft, 

^ Sneak 





Speaketo his gentle hearing kind commend^ 

VVe doc debafe our felfe ( Cofin ) doe we not; 

To looke fo poorely , and to fpeake To faire ? 

Shall we call backe Northumberland and fend 
Defiance to the Tray tor and fo die ? 

^#«.No,good my Lord,Iet’s fight with gentle words. 
Till time lend friends, and friends their hopefull Swords*. 

Rich, Oh God,oh God, that ere this tongue of mine, 
Thatlayd the fentence of dread Banifhment 
On yond proud man, (hould take it of againe 
With words of footh : O that I were as greats 
A sis my Criefe, or leflfer than my Name, 

Or that I could forget what I havebeene, 

Or not remember w hat I rnuft be now - 

Swell’ft thou proud heart ? He giue theefcopeto beate, 

Since foes have fcope to beate both thee and me. 

yin. Northumberland comes backe from Bullmgbm’^t, 

RichN Vhac muft the King ,doe now ? muft he fubmit? 
The King fihall doe it ' Mu ft he be depos'd ? 

The King (ball be contented : Muft helofc 
The Name of King ? o’ Gods Name let it goe. 
lie give my Icwels for a let of beades, 

My gorgeous Pallace, for a Hermitage, 

M y gay Apparrell , for an Almes-mans Gowne, , 

'My figur d Goblets, for a Difli of Wood, 

My Scepter for a Palmers walking Staffe, 

My Subjects , for a pa yre of carved Saints, 

And my large Kingdpme , fo*. a little Grave, r ' 

A little little Qravc, an ob.lcure Grave • 

Or lie be buried in the Kings high- way, 

Some way of common Trade, where Subjects feete 
May howrely trample, on their Soveraignes Head : 

For on my heart they, ttea,d na>v whileft llive 5 

And buried once,why not upon my Head ? - , 

ji temerity thriu'weep;ft’ (,^y.tepi|er -hearted Cofin ) 
V VeeTe make foule Weather with de; piled Teares • 
©ur fighs, and they, fhs.ll lodge the Summer Cornc, 
And make a' Dearth in this revolting Land, ^ 



Or fhall we play the wantons, with our woes. 

And makefome pretty match with fhedding teares ? 

As thus : to drop them ftill upon one place. 

Till they have fretted us a paire of Graves, 

Within the Earth: and therein layd, there lies 
Two Kinfmen digg’d their Graves with weeping Eyes? 
VVould not this ill, doe well? well,well,lfee 



I talke but idly, and you moeke at me. 

Moft mighty Prince, my Lord Northumberland , 

What layes King Bultingbrooke ? will his Majefty 
Give Richard leave to live, till Richard die ? * 

You make a leggeand Bullingbrooke /ayes I, 

Nor. My Lord, in the bafe Court he doth attend 
To fpeake with you, may it pleafe you to come downe 
Rich. Downe, downe I come,like glift ’ring Phaeton ‘ 
Wanting the manage ofunruly lades. * 

In the bale Court ? bafe Court where Kings grow bafe 
I o come at Tray tors cal Is, and doe them grace. (Kin"’ 

In the bafe Court c °me downe: downe Court, downe 

F % N /' S w? W / CS fl L- lke ’ where mounting Larks Ibould 
Bui, What fayes his Majefty > 

NonSonovf and griefe of heart V e ‘* 

'Makes him fpeake fondly, like a frantkrke man: 

Yet he is come. 

Bui. Stand all apart. 

And (hew faire duty to his Maieftv. 

My gracious Lord- J 

Rich. Faire Cofin, 

You debafe your Princely knee, 

Mem^ t | he J >are ? rth P roud withkiiTIngit. 

Me rather had, my heart might feele youi love 

v P c n o7„ d H Eyc 

vpLohn 3 up, your Heart is upT know 

a ftb°ugh your knee be low. 

Yc,fr r “ ne'is yoOK and 1 ** OWnc ' 

2«/.e 0 c, rr . 1 _ • y°urs,and I am yours,andall. 

As 

G 3 Rich. 



Rich 




j He i >) je and isf&w 1 ' 

Rich. Wellyou'deferv'd: • 

They well deferueto have, 

That know the ftrong’ft,and fureft way to get, 

Vncle give me your hand : nay, dry your eyes, 

Teares (hew their love,but want their remidies* 
Cofin-Iam too young to be your Father, 

Though you are old enough to be my Heire* 

What you will have. He give, and willing too, 

For doe we muft, what force will have us doe». 

Set on towards London : 

Cofin, i sit fo? - 

Bid. Yea, my good Lord. 

-K/f/^.Then I mult not fay, no. Ffo*rijh t ~ Exeunt , 



Selena Quinta . 



Enter Queene ,attd two Ladies. 

ght. What /port /hall we devife here in this Garden, 
To driue away the heavy thought of Care ? 

Z.a.Madam,we’lep!ayat Bowles. 

^La.’Twill makcmethinkethe world is full of Rubs, 
And that my fortune runnes againft the Byas. 

La. Madam, we’le Dance. 

Qm. My leggescan keepe no meafure in Delight, 
When my poore heart no meafure kecpes in Griefe- 
Therefore no Dancing (Girle) fome other /port. 

La. Madam, vve’le tell Tales. 

,/9«.Offorrow,or of griefe ? 

La. Of eyther Madam- 

£»,. Of neyther Girle, 

For if of ioy, being altogether wanting, 

It doth remember me the moreof/brrow: 

Of if of griefe, being altogether had. ; 

It addes more forrow to my want of joy : 

For what I have, I need not to repeat ; . ^ 



iar WWFjecMd. 

And what I want, it bootes not to complalne'- 
La. Madam , Ilefing. 

^y.’Tis well thatthou haft caufe ; 

But thou ftio'uld ft pleafe me better, woUld’ft thouweepe. 
La. r could weepe, Madam , would it doe you good. 
gj*. And I could fing-, would weeping doc me good. 
And never borrow any Teareofthee. 

Enter a Gardiner, and two Servants. 

Butftay, heere comes the Gardiners. 

Let’s ftep into the /hadow oftheie Trees. 

My wretchednefie,unto a Row of Pinnes, 

They’letalke of ftate : for every one doth fio, 

Againft a changejWoe is fore runne with woe. 

9, 06 binde th P u ? p y° nd da %% Apricocks. 

V Vhich like unruly Children, make their Tiyre 

Stoupe with oppreflion of their prodigall weight ; 

Give fome fupportance to the bending twig«es. 

Goe thou , and like an Executioner 

Cut offthe heads of, too fall growing Iprayes. 

That looke too lofty in out Common-wealth : 

AH muflrbe even, in our Governement. 

thus imploy’d , I will goe root sway 
Thenoyfome weedes,that without profit fucke 
The Soylcs fertility from wholc/bme flowers. 

Ser. Why /hould we,in theeompafle of a Pale, 

Keepe La w and Forme, and d ue Proportion- 
Shewing as in a Modell our firme ftate ? 

Whenour Sea-wafted Garden, (the whole Land j 
Jsrull of Wecdes,her faireft Flowers choakt up. 

Her Fruit-trees all unpruind, her Hedges ruin'd, 

«er Knots diforder d,and her whole/ome Hearbes 
Swarming withGaterpillers. 

Gard. Hold tby peace. 

He that hath fuffer*d this diforder’d Spring, 

TU w W j hl T fel f e I f et witb Fall of Leafe. 

T h t feS tb - at hl • htoad-fpreading Leaves did /belter, 

Are n,uS d J » eaun S, him ? to holdhim up, 

Arepuft d up, Root, and all, by Bniltngbrooke . 

G J I 






2 ne juijtrarfa ut 

I meanethe Earle of Wilt(ha.tc,BuJhj, Greene, 

Ser. What are they dead ? 

Gard' They are. 

And Bullingbrooke hath feiz’d the waflefull King* 

What pitty is it, that he hath not trim’d 
And dreft his Land, as we this Carden, at time of yea re * 
And wound the Barke,thc skin of our Fruite-trces * 

Lead being over-proud with Sap and Blood, * 
With too much riches it confound it felfe ? 

Had he done fo^to great and growing men. 

They might have liv’d to bcare, ana he to tafle 
Their fruits of duty. All fuperfluous branches 
We lop away, that bearing bonghesmay live: 

Had he done fo, himfelfe had borne the Crowne, 
Which wade and id!ehoures,hath quite throwne downe. 
iSrr.VVhat thinke you the King fhall be depos’d ? * 
Gard. Denred he is already, and depos’d 
’Tis doubted he will be, l etters came lad night 
To adeare friend of the Duke of Torke, 

Ihat tell blacke tidings* 

ampredto death, through want oflpeaking: 
Thou old A dams likenefl'e, fet to drefle this Garden : 
How dares thy harfli tongue found this unplea fing 
W hat EvejNhzt lerpent hath fuggeded thee, (newes \ 
To make a fecond fall of curled man ? 

W hy do’d thou iay King Rickard is depos’d ? 

Dar’d thou,(thou little better thing then earth) 

Divine his dcwnefall ? Say where, when, and how 
Cam’d thou by this illtydings? Speake thou wretch* 
Gvms/. Pardon me Madam. Little /oy have I 
Tojbreath thele newes ; yet what I fay, is true; 

King Richard, he is in the mighty hold 
Of Bullingbroekc, their fortunes both are weigh’d; 

In your Lords Scale, is nothing but himfelfe. 

And feme few vanities, that make him light : 

But in the Ballanceof great 'Bullingbrooke, 

Befides himfelfe, are all the Engl ilh Peeres, 

And with that oddes he weighes King Richard downe 



Pod you toTondon, and you’l finde it fo, 

I fpeake no more, then every one doth know*. 

<23- Nmnble mifehanoe, that art fo light of foote’ 
Doth not thy Embaflage belong to me t ° 

And am i lad that know it ? Oh thou thfnk’d 
To ferue me lad, that I may longed Iceepe 
Thyforrow in my bread. Come Ladies goe 
To meet at Lond on, Londoiis King i n woef * 
What,wasIborneto this? that my fadlooke 
Should grace the Triumph of great BulMrooke 
Card ner, for telling me this newes of woe- “ 

I would the Plums thou grafc-ft ms y never grow. v.m: 

Here did Ihe drop a teare, here in this place ( ^ 

lie fet a Banke of Rew,(fowre Herbe of Grace-) 

Rue,ev n For ruth, here Ihortly fliall be feene 
n the remembrance of a weeping Queene. * Ex id 



QHdTUis^ Sc ten a 

B T ra r t0 , theP ^liamen t , Bullingbrooke Aumerle Nor - 
ofWeftmtntfer. Herauld, Office r*, and? ago,. 

Bui. Call forth Bagot. . 

v7Jr> ( r}y f P eake *hy mind, , 

*S. Co r, the Iord 

Bag. Mv T nrd ^ h ? d T Iooke »P<>n that man. 

te® »fy whJXh oSXy* 8 tongu * 

qm.r S doS; Jplottod, _ 
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I heard you fay, Is not my arme of length. 

That reacheth from the reftfull EnglilK Court 
As farre as Callis,to my Vncles head ? 

Amongft much other talke,that very time, 

I heard you fay, that you had rather refufe 
The offer of an hundred thoufand Crownes* 

Then Bullingbrookes returne to England ; adding withall, 
How bleft this Land would be,inthis your Co fins death. 

A tan* Princes and Noble-Lords : 

What anfwer fhall 1 make to this bafe man s 
Shall 1 fo much difhonour my faire ftarrcs. 

On equall termes to give him chafticcment ? 

Eyther I muft,or have mine honour fpoyl’d 
■yvith th* Atteindor of his fland’rous lips. 

There is my Gage ,the manual! feale of death 
That markes thee out for hell. Thou lyeft, 

And will maintaine what thou haft fayd,is falfe, 

In thy hearts blood, though being all too bafe. 

To ftainc the temper of my Knightly fwoid. 
Tul'Bagot forbeare,thou fhalt not take it up. 

Aum. Excepting one, I would he were the beft 
In all this prefence,that hath moved me fo* 

Fitz .. If that thy valour ftand on lympathies : 
There is my Gage, Attmerlt , in Gage to thine: 

By that faire funne, that fhewes me where thou 'ftand’ft, 
I heard thee fay,(and vantingly thou jpak’ft it ) 

That thou wer’t caufe of Noble Glojfers death* 

If thou denieft it,twcnty times thou lyeft. 

And I will turne thy falfehood to thy heart, 

W here it wa s forged u ith my Rapiers poynt. 

Aunt- Thou dar’ft not (Coward) live to fee the day, 
Fitz,, Nowby my Soule, I would it were this houre* 
AuwFitz,water thou art damn'd to hell for this. 

Per, thou lyeft : his honour is as true 

In this appeale, as thou art -all uniuft: 

And that thou art Ip, there I throw my Gage 
To proveit on thee,to th’ extreameft poynt 
Of mprtall breathing* Seize.it if thou qaril* 



'Aunt. And if I doe not, may my hands rot off, 

And never brandifh more revengefull Steele, 

Over the glittering Helmet of my Foe* 

Sur ■ My Lord FitzxvaterX 
I doe remember well, the very time 
Auwrle,and you did talke. 

Fitz,, My Lord, 

Tisvery true : You were in prefence then ; 

And you can witneffe with me, this is true* 

Sttr-As falfe, by heaven. 

As heaven it felfeis true. 

Fitz," Surry, thou lyeft, 

Snr. Difhonourable Boy ; 

That lye fhall lye fo heauy on my fword. 

That it fhall render Vengeance and Revenue, 

Till-thou the Lye-giver.and that lye, doe lye 
In earth as quiet,as thy Fathers Scull* 

Inproofe whereof,there is mine Honours pawne 
Engage it to the Tryall, if thou dar’ft. * 

Fnz,. How fondly doft thou fpurre a forward Horfe? 
Ifldareeate,or drinke.or breath, or live, 

I dare mcete Surry in a Wilderneffe, 

And fprt upon him,whilft I fay he lies, 
Andhes,andites: there is my bond of Faith, 
o tye thee to my ftrong Correiftion* 

As I intended to thrive in this new world, 

r rT TL gU, . ltyof m y true appeale. 

Befides,I heard the banifli'd Norfolk, {■ j v 

That thou AumerU didft fend two of thy’men 
Toexecute the Noble Duke at Callis. y ' 

ThltXe?.r,-„ 0n f me with a Gage, 

If hr* i ^ ^ 1GS >here doe I throw downe this 

. abuses 




Ear. That honourable day Avail ne’re be feCne* 

Many a time hath banifih d Norfolk^ fought 
For Iefu Chrift,in glorious Chriftian field 
Streaming the Enfigne of the Chriftian CrofTe 
Againft blacke Pagans, Turkes, and Saracens: 
Andtoyl’d with workes of vvarre, retyr’d himfelfe 
To Italy , and there at Venice gave 
His Body to that pleafant Countries Earth, 

And his pure foule unto his Captaine Chrift, 

Vnder whofe Colours he had fought fo long, 

Bui. Why Biftiop, is Norfor\e dead ? 

Carl. Asfureas l live my Lord. 

Bui. Sweet peace conduft his fweet foule 
To the Bofome of good old Abraham. 

Lords Appcalants , your differences Avail all reft under 
Till weafligne youtoyourdayes of Tryall. (gage, 
Enter Torke. 

Torke. Great Duke of Lancaftcr, I come to thee 
From Plume-pluckt Rtcbard y w ho with willing foule 
Adopts thee Heire, and his high Scepter yeelds 
To the poffeftion of thy Royall Hand. 

Alcend his Throne, defending now from him, 

And long live Henry, of that Name the Fourth* 

Bui. In Gods Name, He attend the Regall throne, 
Carl. Mary, Heaven forbid* 

VVorft in this Royall Prefence may I fpeake. 

Yet beft befeeming me to lpeake the truth* 

Would God, that any in this Noble Prelence 
Were enough Noble to be upright Iudge 
Of Noble Richard-, then true NobleneOe would 
Learne him forbearance from fo foule a Wrong. 

What fubjedt can give fentence on his King ? 

And who fits here, that is not Richards fubjeft 
Theeves are not /udg’d,but they arc by to heare 
Although apparant guilt befeene in them : 

And (hall the figure of Gods Majefty, 

His Captaine, Reward, Deputy eleef, 

Anoyntec^ Crovmd and planted many yeares.’ 
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Be judg’d byfubje<fis,and inferior breath,’ 

And he himfelfe not prelent ? Oh,forbid,it God, 

That in a Chriftian Climate , foules refinde 
Should fhew fofieynous, blacke, obfeenea deed* 

I fpeake to fubje<fts, and a fubjeft fpeakes, 

Stlrr’d up by Heaven, thus boldly for his King. 

Mf Lord of Hereford here, whom you call King, 

Is a foule Traytor to prowd Herefords King. 

And if you Crcwnc him,let me prophecy, 

The blood ofEnglifiv fball manure the ground. 

And future ages groane for his foule A<ft. 

Peace fhall goe fleepe with Turks s and Infidels, ' 

And in this Seat of Peace, tumultuous Warres 

Shall Kinne with Kinne, and Kinde with Kindeconfound, 

Diforder,Horror,Feare,and Mutiny 

Shall here inhabiteand this Land be call’d 

The field of Golgotha, and dead mens fculls. 

Oh, if you reare this Houfe againft this Houfe 
Jt will the wcfulleft Divifion prove. 

That ever fell upon this curled Earth* 

Prcventit, refiftit, letitnotbe fo, 

Leaft Child, Childs Children cry againft you, VVoe. 

NorthWetXi have ycu argu’d sir : and for your paines. 
Of Capitall Trealbn we arreft you here. 

My Lord of We ftminfter.be it your charge. 

To keepe him fafely, till his day of Tryall. 

> Lords, to grant the Commons Suit? 
a//.Fetch hither Richard, that in common view 
He may fuitender : fo we fhall proceede 
Without lufpition. 

J or.\ will be his ConJuift. Exit. 

Bull. Lords, you that here are under our Arreft, 

Procure your Sureties for yourDayes ofAnfwer : 
i-ittle are we beholding to your Love, 

And little look’d for at your helping Hands : 

*>•* », , B'-tcr Richard and Torke. 

Before i ki aC \ Wh » y am 1 fent for t0 a K % 

efore I have Ihooke off the Regall thoughts 

^ 2 Where* 




Wherewith I reign’d* I hardly yet have Ieirn’d' 

To infinuate , flatter , bow , and bend my Knee, 

Give Sorrow leave a vv hilc , to returne me 
To this fubmiflion. Yet I will remember 
The favors ofthefe men: were they not mine ? 

Did they not fometimc cry. All hayle to me ? 

So Indasd id to Ghrift : but he in twelve, 

Found truth in all, but one; I, in twelve thoufand, none. 
God lave the King : will no man fay, Amen ? 

. Am f both Prieft and Clarke ? well then. Amen.. 

God fa ve the King, although 1 be not he: 

And yet Amen , it Heaven doe thinke him me. 

To doe what fervice, am I lent for hither ? 

lor. To doe that office of thine ownegpod will, 
Which tyred Majefty did make thee offer: 

The Resignation of thy State and Crowne 
To Henry Bullingbrooke. 

Rich. Give me the Crown-Here Cofin. feize the Crown: 
HereCofin, on this fide my Hand, on that fide thine. 
Now is this Golden Crowne like a deepe Well, 
Thatowestwo Buckets, filling one another 
The emptier ever dancing in the ay re. 

The other downe , unfcene , and full of Water : 

That Bucket downe, and full of Teares am I , 
Drinking my.Griefes, whilft you mount upon high. 
Bui- 1 thought yon had beene willing to refigne. . 
Rich. My Crowne I am , but ftill my. Griefesare mine: 
You may my Glories and my State depofe. 

But not my Griefes ; ftill am I King of thofe. 

Hul. Part of your Cares you give me with your Crown' 
Rich. \ out Cares fet up,doe not pluck my Cares down. 
My Care, is Ioffe of Care, by old Care done, 

Your Care , is gaineof Care, bynewCarewonne 
The Cares I giue,I have, though given away. 

They tend the Crowne, yet;ft ill with me they ftay • 
Bul.hxe, you contented to refigne the Crowne • 
Rich. I no ; no, I : for 1 muft nothing be. : 
Therefore, no^o/oc 1 refigne to thee. ^ 



Now, marke me how Iwillundoa myfelfe. 

I give this heauy weight from off my Head, 

And this unwieldy Scepter from my hand. 

The pride of Kingly Iway from out my heart. 

With mine owne Teares I wafh away my blame. 

With mine owne hands I giveaway my Crowne* 

With mine owne Tongue deny my facrcd State, 

With mine owne breath releafe alldutious Oathes : 

All pompe and Maiefty I doe forfweare* 

My Mannors,Rents,Revenews,I forgoe ; 

My A<fts, Decrees, and Statutes I deny : 

God pardon all Oathes that are broke to me, 

God keepe all vowes unbroke are made to thee. 

Make me, that nothing have,with nothing griev’d. 

And thou withal! pleas’d, that ha ft all atchiev’d. 

Long may ft thou live in' Richards Seate to fit. 

And i'oone lie Richard in an earthy pit- 

God faveKing Afos^un-king’d Richard (ayes. 

And fend him many yeares of funne-fhine dayes. 

What more remaines ? 

Nor. No more: but that you read 
Thefe Accufations, and thefe grievous Crymes, 
Committed by your perft' , n,and your followers 
Againftthe ftate,and profit of this Land : 

That by confeffing them,the foules of men 
May deeme, that you are worthily depos’d. 

Rich. Muff I doe fo ? and muft I ravell out 
My weav’d up follyes? Gentle Northumberland, 

If thy Offences were upon Record , 

Would it not fhame thee in fo fairea troupe, 
^oteadea.Ledureofihem? If thouwould’ft 
here fhould ft thou find one haynous Article 
Comamingthe depofing ofa King, 

And cracking the ftrong warrant of an Oath, 
aika with a Blot. damn’d in the booke of Heaven* 
S-fi °l >' outhaC fta nd and looke upon -me, 

Whil ft that my wretchedneffe doth bait my felfe, 

•ough fomeof you, with Palate wafh your hands, - 

H 3 ,, Shewing 
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No deeper wrinkles yet ?. hath forrow flrucke 
So many bl owes upon this face of mine. 

And made no deeper wounds? Oh flattering Glafle,, 
tike to my followers in prolperity, 

Thou do’ ft beguile me- Was this face the face 
That every day/under his houfhold Roofe, 

Did keepe ten thoufand men ? was this the face. 

That like the funne did make beholders winkc ? 

Is this the face, which fac'd fo many follyes. 

That was at laft out-fac’d by Bulltngbroohe ? 

A brittle glory fhineth in this face. 

As brittle as the Glory, is the face, 

Por there it is, crackt in an hundred fhivers. 

Marke lilent King, the Morall of this Iport, 

How foone my forrow hath deftroy’d my face. 

A#/.The fhadow of your forrow hath deftroy’d 
The fhadow of your face. 

Rich, Say that againe. 

The fhadow of my forrow: ha, lets fee, 

,’Tis very true,my griefe lyes all within, 

Andthcfe externall manners of laments. 

Are meerely fhadows to the unfeene griefe. 

That fwells with filence in the tortur’d foulej 
There lies the fubftance: and Ithanke thee King 
For thy great bounty, that not onely giv’ft 

Mecaufe to waile,but teacheft me the way 
How to lament the caufe- Ile begge one boone. 

And then be gone,and trouble you no more* 

Shall Iobtaineit ? 

Bui- Name it,faire Cofin. 

Rich Faire Cofin? I am greater than a King: 
ror when I was a King, my flatterers 
Were then my fubie&s ; being now a fubic£t, 

Jhavea King here to my flatterer: 
lieing fo great J have no need to begge. 

Bui. Yet aske. bB 

Bich, And (hall I have? 

Bui. You fhall.. 

. Rich, 



Shewing an outward pitty : yet you Pilate c 
Have here deliver'd me to my fowre CrofTe, 

And Water canuot Wafhaway yourfinne. 

Nor. My Lord dilpatch,read o’re thefe Articles. 

R ich. Mine eyes are full of teares,I cannot fee : 

And yet falt-water blindes them not fo much, 

But they can fee a for c of T ray tors here. 

Nay, if 1 turne mine eyes upon my felfe, 

I finde my felfe a Traytor with the reft 
For I have given here my foules confent, 

T’ undecke the pompom body of a King ; 

Made glory bafe,a foveraigre, a Have ; 

Proud Maiefty,a fubie<ft; State, a Pefant, 

Nor. My Lord. 

RiVA.No Lord of thine, thou baught-infulting man • 
No,nornomansLord:I have no Name, no Title : 

No, not that Name was given me at the Font, 

But’tis uferpt: alackethe heavy day, 

Thatl have wornefo many Winters out, 

And know not now, what Name to call my felfe.' 

Oh, that I were a mockery, King of Snow, 

Standing before the funne of Bullingbrooke, 

To melt my felfe away in Water-drops: 

Good King, great King, and yet not greatly good, 

And if my word be fterling yet in Lngiand, 

Let it command a mirror hither lfraight, 

T hat it may (Lew me what a face I Lave, 

Since it is Bankrupt of his Maiefty. 

Bui. Coe fome of you, and fetch a Locking-Glaffe. 
Nor. Read o’re this Paper, while the Glafle dothccmC* 
Rich. Fiend, thou torments me.ere I come to Hell. 
Hul. Vrgeit no more my Lord Northumberland* 

Nor. The Commons will not then befatisfy’d. 
R/cA.They (hall be fatisfy’d : ilereadeenough, 
When I doe fee the very Booke indeed. 

Where all my finnes are writ, and that’s my felfe. 

Enter one with a Glajfe » 

Give me that Glafle, and therein will I reade. 

No 
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Rich. Then give me leave to goe. 

Bui. Whither? 

Rich. Whither you will/o I were from your fights. 
BhI. Goe fome of you convey him to the Tower. 
Rich. Oh good: convey : Conveyers are you all. 
That rife thus nimbly byatrue Kings fall. 

Bui. On wednefday next, we folemnly fet downe 
Our Coronation ; Lords prepare your felves. Exeunt, 
j 4 bb»t. A wofull Pageant hauc we here beheld. 
Carl. The woe's to come, the children yet un-bome, 
Shall feelethisday asfharpe tothemas thorne. 

jinm. You holy clergy-men, is there no plot 
To rid theRealmeof this pernicious blot ? 

slbbot. Before I freely Ipeake my minde herein, 
You fhall not onely take the Sacrament, 

To bury mineintents,but alfo to effe& 

\Vhat ever I fhall happen to devife* 

I fee your browes are full of difcontent. 

Your heart of forrovv,and your eyes of tcares, 

Come home with me to lupper, ile lay a plot 
Shall fhew us all a merry day. Ext mu 



. Quint Sc^na Prim. 
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Enter Queene, and Ladies. 

^5. This way the King will come: this is the way 
T o Inline Cafars ill-erre&ed Tower: 

To whol’e flint bofome,my condemned Lord 
Is doom’d a Prifoner, by proud Bullingbroel^e. 

Here let us reft, if this rebellious Earth 
Have any refling for her true Kings Qjieene. 

Enter Richard and Gard • 

But foft,but fee, or rather doe not fee, 

My faire Rofe w ither ; yet looke up ; behold* 

That youinpitty may diflolve to dew. 



And walh him frefh againe with true-love teares.’’ 

Ah thou the modcll where old Troy did ftand. 

Thou map ofhonour,-thouKing Richards Tombe, 

And not King Richard : thou moft beauteous Inne, 
Whyfhould hard-favor’d-griefe belodg’d in thee. 

When triumph is become an Ale-houfe gueft ? 

Rich. Ioyne not with griefe, faire Woman,doe not fo, 
To make my end too fudden ; learne good foule. 

To thinke our former States happy dreame. 

From which awak’d.the truth of what we are, 

Shewes us but this. I am fworne Brother ( fweet) 

To grim neceflity ; and he and I 

Will keepe a Leaguetill Death. High thee to France, 

And Cloyfter thee in lome Religious houfe : 

Our holy lives muftwinanewworldsCrowne, 

Which our prophanehoures here have throvvne downe« 
j^.What,ismy Richard both in lhape and mind 
Transform’d, and weaken’d ? Hath Bulltngbrooke 
Depos’d thine Intellefl: ? hath hebeene inthy heart ? 

The Lyon dying thru fteth forth his paw, 

And wounds the earthiif nothing elfe, withrage 
To be o’re-powr’d : and wilt thou,Pupil- tike. 

Take thy Corredlion miidly,kiffetheRodde, 

And fawne on rage with bale humility. 

Which art a Lyon, and a King of Bealls?. 

K/j$,;A King of hearts indeed, if aught but heart, 

Ihad beene Hill a happy King of ,Men. 

Good (fometimeQuecne) prepare thee hence for France;. 
Thinke 1 am dead, and that even heare thou tak f ft. 

As from my death-bed, my laft living leave. 

In winters teadious night fit by ihe fire 
With: good oldfolkes, and let them tell thee tales 
Ofwoefull ages, long agoe betide: 

And ere thou bid goodnight, to quit their griefe. 

Tell thou the lamentable fall of me, 

And lend the hearers weeping to their beds : 
ft ™ h y ? The fence lelfe Brands will fympathue 
he heavy accent of my mooving tongue. 

I ' And 
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And in companion, weepe the fire out ; 

And fome will moume in Afhes, fome coaJe-blacke 
For the depofing of a rightfull King. 1 

Enter Norhumb erland. 

North .My Lord, the mind of Bullingbroohe is chang'd 
You muft to Pomfret , not unto the Tower. 

And Madam,there is order ta’neforyou : 

YVith allfwiftfpeed,you mull away to France. 

Aich. Northumberland „ thou Ladder wherewithal! 
The mounting Bullingbrooke afcends my Throne, 

The time (hall not be many houres of age, 

More than it is, ere foulc linne, gathering head. 

Shall breake into corruption : thou (halt thinke. 
Though bed evide the Realme, and give thee halfe 
It is too little, helping him to all : 3 

He fhall thinke , that thou which know’ll the way 
To plant unrightfull Kings, Wilt know againe, 

Being ne’re fo little urg’d, another way. 

To plncke him headlong from th’ ufurped Throne. 

The Love ofwicked friends converts to Feare ; 

That Feare, to Hate ; and Hate turnes one or both, 

T o worthy Danger, and delerved Death . ' 

North-My guilt be on my Head , and there an end ’ 
Take leave ,and part ,for yo« mud part forthwith. 

/Rich* Doubly divorc’d ( bad men) ye violate 
A two-fold Marriage ; ’twixt my Crowne, and me, 
And then betiwixt me, and my marryed Wife. 

Let me un-kilfe the Oath ’twixt thee and me } 

And yet not fo , fox with a kilfe ’twas made 
Part us Northumberland ■ I, toward s the North, 

W here (hivering Cold and Sickneflepines the Clyme : 
My Q.ueene to France : from whence, let forth in pompe. 
She came adorned hither likefweei may ; 

Sent backe Hollowmas, orlhort’ftof day. 

And mull we be divided l mull we part ? 

Rich. I,hand from hand(my Love) and heart fro heart* 
Silt- Bafiifh us both,and lend the King with me. 

i^vr^.That were fome Love, but little Pollicy* 

" 



^. Then whither he goes thither Jet me ge>e« 

Rich. So two together weeping, make one Woe, 
Weepe thou for me in France ; I, for for thee here; 

Better farre off,than nere,be ne’re the neere. 

Goe,count thy way with fighes,I,mine with Groanes* 
J&' So longed way fhall have the longcll moanes. 

Ftch. Twice for one Hep ile groane,the way being fhort. 
And piece the way out with a heavy heart. 
Come,come,in woing forrow let’s be briefe. 

Since wedding it,thcre is fuch length in griefe : 

One kilfe (hall Hop our mouthes, and doubly part ; 

Thus give I mine, and thus thus take I thy heait. 

$3' Give me mineowne againedtwere no good part. 
To take on me to keepe.and kill thy heart. 

So, now I have mine owne againe, be gone. 

That I may drive to kill it with a groane- 
Rich. W e make woe wanton with this fond delay ■ 

Once more adieu; therell let forrow fay. Exeunt, 



Selena Secmda. 



Enter T orke,and his Dutchefe 
Iht My Lord, you told me you would tell the red. 
When weeping made you breake the dory off, 

Ot curtwo Colins comming into London. 

^ 9r • W here did I leave? 

Dut. At that fad lloppe,my Lord. 

W& , ^ Ridcr ^ d co know, 

While a^rr ut ^ ate ty P ace » kept on his courle.* 

You Would hf CS f" d T G ° d f3Ve lhce ^Uingbtooke, 
a would have thought the very windowes fpakc, 

12 So 







$0 many greedy lootes of young and old , 

Through Ga fements darted their definng eyes- 
Vpon his vifage ; and that all the walles 
With painted Imagery had fayd at once, 

Iefu nreferve thee, welcome Hull/nghrooke. 

Whil'ft he , from one fide to the other turning, 
Bare-headed , lower then his proud Steed s necke, 
Befpake them thus : I thanke you Countri-men- ; 

And thus AH! doing, thus he paft along. 

Dutch. Alas poore Richard, where rides he the whilfr? 
Torie. As in a Theater, the eyes cf men 
After a well grac d h&ot leaves the ftagCj 
Are idlely bent on him that enters next* 

Thinking his prattle to be tedious • 

Even fo, or with much more contempt, mens eyes 
Did fcowleon Richard ; nomancridc, God rave him; 
No joyfull tongue gave him his welcome home, ^ 

But duft was throwne uponhis facred head. 

Which with fuch gentle forrow he ihooke off, 

His face flill combating with teares and fmiles 
(The badges ofhis °reefe and patience ) 

That had notGod(for fome ftrong purpofe)fteei d 
The-hearts of men, they mutt perforce have melted, 
And Barbarifme it felfe have pittied him. , 

But Heaven hath a hand in thefe events, 

T6 who fe high will we bound our calme contents, 

To B ullingbrooke , are wefworne Snbj e 61 snow, 
Whofe State, and Honour, I for aye allows 
Enter Aumene ♦ 

But- Heere comes my fonne lAumcrle* 

7 or . Aumerle that was. 

But that is loll, for being Richards Friend. f 

And Madam, you mutt call him Rutland now ; 

I am in Parliament pledge for his truth, 

And latting fealty to the ncw*made King- 

But. Welcome my fonne ; who are the Viol ^ 

That ftrewthegreene lap of the new-come Springy 

1 Am, Madam, ! know not, nor I greatly care not^ 



Sod knowes,! hadasliefebenoneas one. . 

Tor. Well, bearey on well in this new-fpring of time, 
lea ft you be cropt before you come to prime • (umphs? 
What news from Oxford? Hold thofe lufts and Tri- 
For ought 1 know my Lord, they doe. 

Tor. Yon will be there I know; 

Aunt, If God prevent not, I purpofefo. 

JV.What feale is that that hangs without thy bofome 
Yea, look’ ft thou pale ? Let me fee the writing. 

Aunty My Lord,’tis nothing. 

Yor. No matter then who fees it, 

I will bel'atisfiedjlet me fee the writing. 

AttmA do befeech your Grace to pardon me. 

It is a matter of fmall confequence, 

Which for fome reafons I would not have feene; 

Tor. Which for fome reafons fir, I meane to fee 3 
I feare,I feare. 

But. What fliould youfeare? - 
’Tis nothing but fome Bond, that he is entred into 
For gay apparrell againft the Triumph. ; - 

Tor. Bound tohimfelfe ? what doth he with a bond 
That he is bound to. ? wife, you are a foole.' 

Boy, let me fee the writing. 

Aum. I doe befeech you pardon me,Imay notfhew it. 
Yor. I will be fatisfied, let me fee't I fay. Snatches it > 

Treafon,fbule trealbn,villaine,traytor,flave* 

Dut. What’s the matter* my Lord ? 

Hoa, who’s within there ;faddJe‘my horfe. 
Heaven for his mercy what treachery is here ? 

But. Why, what is’t my Lord ? 

\t J ° r '\ G * ve me boot M f ay ; Saddle my horfe ; 

Now bymy-honour, my life, my troth. 

I will appeach the villaine.- 
But. What is the matter ? 

{or. Peace foolifh w oman. 
ut. I will not peace, what is the’ -matter fome ? 

T!u> n Go ° ,.? other be content, it is no more 

hen my poore life mutt anfwer. 
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happily bring forth • But who comes here ? * 



*Dut* Thy life anfwer ? 

Enter Servant with Boots'. 
r Tor. Bring my Boots, I will unto the King. 

'• *Dut. Strike him Aumerle. Poore boy, thou art amaz'd 
Hence Villaine,never more come in my fight. 

Tor. Give me my Boots I fay. 

But. Why 2V£«-,what wilt thou doe? 

Wilt thou not hide the trefpalfe of thine owne? 

Have we more fonnes ? Or are we like to have? 

Is not my teeming date drunke up with time ? 

And wilt thou plucke my faire fonne from mine Age, 
And rob me of a happy mothers name ? 

Is he not like thee ? is he not thine owne ? 

Tor • Thou fond and mad woman. 

Wilt thou conceale this darke confpiracy ? 

A dozen of them here have tane the Sacrament, 

And enter changeably fet downe their hands 
To kill the King at Oxford- 
But . He (Ball be none : 

Wee’l keepehim here: then what is that to him: 

Tor • Away fond woman: were he twenty times my 
fonne, I would appeach him. 

But. Hadft thou groan’d for him, as I have done, 
Thou wouldeft be more pittifufl : 

Butnowl know thyminde; thou do'ft fufpeft 
That I have beene diflovall to thy bed. 

And that he is a baftard , not thy (onne: 

Sweet Tor be, fweet husband, be not of that mind; 
Heis as like thee , as a man may be, 

Notliketome, nor any of my Kin, 

And yet Ilove him- 
Tor. Make way, unruly woman. Exit. 

But . After v^umerle. Mount thee upon his Horfe, 
Spurre poft,and get before him to the King, 

And beg thy pardon,ere he doe accufe thee, 
lie not be long beh nde: though 1 be old, 

I doubt not but to ride as faft as Yorke : 

And never will I rife up from the ground. 






Till Bullingbrooke have pardon’d thee: Away, be gone, Ex. 



Sc ana Tertia. 



Enter Bullingbr ooke y Tercj ,and other Lords. 

Bui. Can no man tell of my unthrifty fonne ? 

’Tis full three monthes fince I did fee him laft. 

If any plague hang over us, ’tis he : 

I would to heaven (my Lords)he might be found 
Enquire at London, ’mongft theTavernes there • 

For there (they fay)he daily doth frequent. 

With un-reftrained loofe Companions, 

Even fuch (they fay j as (land in narrow Lanes, 
our watch,and beate our paffengers. 

Which he (young wanton, and effeminate Boy) 

Takes on the poynt of honour, tofupport 
So dmolutea crew* 

h P J; !1 y , f ord /?T *7° da yes fince 1 faw the Prince. 
Andtold himofthefe trmmphes held at Oxford. 

* uL And whatfayd the Gallant? 

A fg ^ 1S an fwer was, he would unto the ftewes, 
net fronuhe common’ ft creature plucke a glove 
«wc ? rc it as. favour , and wiK, than 6 
He would unhorfe the luftieft challenger. 

ShL Ac rh/TAlm*. b , 



^(loSKilddy”! COfin ' hC flareS , „ 

T ”k'«Vol d6 ' e / OUrGri ! cc - Id « ««hyoucMa- 
VViSd re "?r' ith *»» Grace alone. 

W»ci thefcr^ fcv«,*nd leave nr hcrealouc, 
tne the matter with our Cofin now ? 

Anna 




r jiar»;Vot ever may my knees grow to the earth; 

My tongue cleave to my roofe within my mouthy 
Vnlefle a pardon, ere I rife or Ipeake. 

Bui. Intended or committed w as this fault ? 

If on the firft, how hainous ere it be. 

To winne thy after-love l pardon thee. 

Mm. Then give me leave, that 1 may turnethekey, 
That no man enter till the tale be done. 

BhI. Havethy defire. 1 orkewithm, 

Tor. My Liege beware, looke to thy felfe. 

Thou haft a Tray tor in thy prefence there. 

i?« AVtllaine, lie make thee fafe* fearc. 

Mm. Stay thy revengefull hand, thou baft nocaufe to 
Tor. Open the doore, lecure foole-hardy King: 

Shall I for love fpeake treafon to thy face? 

Open the doore.or I will breake it open. Enter hrks. 

Bui. Whatis the matter (Vncle) fpeake/ecover breath, 
Tell us how neere is danger. 

That we may armc us to encounter it. 

Tor . Perufe this writing here.and thou (halt know 
The reafon that my hafle forbids me (hoVv* 

Remember as thou read’ll, thy.promiiepait- 
I doe repent me reade not my name there, 

Mv heart is not confederate with my hand v 

Tor. It was (villaine) ere thy hand did .let it downs. 

I tore it from the traytors bolome,(Ki g.) 

Feareand not loue, begets his penitence ; 

Forget to pitty him,leaft thy pitty prove 
A ferpent,that will fling thectothe heart. 

Bui. Oh heinous, ftrong, and bold con (piracy, 

O loyall Father of a treciierous Sonne : 

Thou flteere, immaculate, and filverfountaine. 

From whence this flreame, through muddy paiiage 
Hath had his current, and defil’d himfelfe. 

Thy overflow of good, converts to bad, 

And thine abundant goodnefle (hall excuie 
This deadly plot,in thy digreifing fonne* 

Tor .So (ball my vertue be his vices bawfl, ^ 
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"And he inau i pend mine Honour, with his fiiame s 
As thriftlefte Sonnes their feraping Fathers Gold. 

Mine honour lives when his dishonour dyes, 

O r my fham’dlife in his dilhonour lies : 

Thou kill’ ft me in his life, giving him breath, 

The Traitor lives, thetrueman’s puttodeath. 

Dutcheffervithiu] 

D/tf.What hoa( my Liege) for Heavens fake let me in* 
Bui. What (brill-voic’d fuppliant makes this eager cry? 
Dut.h. Woman and thine Aunt (great King ) 'tis 1. 
Speake with me ; pitty me, open the doore, 

Abegger begs, that never begg’d before. 

Bui. Our Scene is alter’d from a ferious thing, 

And now chang’d to the begger, and the King : 

My dangerous Cofin Jet your Mother in, 

I know {he’s come to pray for your foule fin. 

JV.Ifthou do pardon, whofoever pray. 

More finnes for this fbrgivenefle , prolper may. 

Thisfeftcr’d joyntcut effthereftrefts found, 

This let alone, will all the reft confound. Enter Dut ebejfe . , 
Dut.O King, heleeve not this hard-hearted man, 
love, loving not it fe'fe,none other can 
Ter .Thou franticke woman, what doft thou make here, 
Shall thy old dugges once more a Traitor reare ? 

But- Sweet Torke be patient, heare me gentle Liege. 
Bui. Rife up good Aunt. 

E>u. Notyet, I theebefeech. 
for ever will I kneele upon my knees, 

And never fee day that the happy fees. 

Till thou give joy : vntill thou bid me ioy, 

By pardoning Rutland , my tranf^refling Boy. 
t -^»w.Vnto my Motherspraycrs,I bend my knee* 
Torke . Againft them both, my true joynts bended be. 
put. Pleades he in earned? Looke upon his Face, 
His eyes do drop no teares: his prayers are in jeft : 

His wordscome from his mouth, ours from our breft 
Heprayes but faintly, and would be deny’d, 

VVe pray with heart, and foule, and allbefide : 

K His 
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His weary joynts would gladly rife, I know, 

Our knees fhall kneele, till to the ground they grew' 
His prayers are full of falfe hypoeri’y. 

Ours of true zeale,and deepe integrity : 

Our prayers do out-pray his, then let him have 
That mercy which true prayers ovght to have. 
“Bul.Q ood Aunt ftand up. 

- E>ut . Nay, doe not fay ftand up. 

But pardon firft, and afterwards Hand up. 

And if I were thy Nurfe thy tongue to teach, 

Pardon fhould be thefirft word of thyfpeech. 

I never long'd to heare a word till now; 

Say Pardon (King,) let pitty teach thee howl 
The word is fhort,but not fo fhort as fweet, 

No word like Pardon, for Kings mouth's fo meet* 

T <w-Speake it in French, (King) fay. Pardon ne mj, 
‘Dm. Doft thou teach pardon. Pardon to deftroy ? 
Ah my fowre husbandry hard-hearted Lord, 
Thatfet’ft the word it ielfe, againft the word. 
Speake pardon as 'tis currant in our Land, 

1 he chopping French we doe not underftand.' 

Thine eye begins to fpeake, fet thy tongue there j 
Orin thy pittious heart, plant thou thine eare. 

That hearing how your plaints and prayers doe pearce, 
Pitty may move thee, pardon to rehearfe. 

Bui. Good Aunt ftand up. 

Dut. I doe not fueto ftand. 

Pardon is all thefuit I have in hand) 

Bui. I pardon him as heaven fhall pardon me. 

Dm. O happy vantage of a kneeling knee-' 

Yet am 1 ftcke forfeare-, fpeake it againe. 

Twice faying pardon, doth not pardon twaine. 

But makes one pardon ftrong. 

Bui. I pardon him with all my heart. 

Dut. A God on earth thou art. 

•S*/.But forourtrufty brother-in-law, theAbbot, 
With all the reft of that contorted crew j 
Seftruftion ftraight fhall dogge them at theheeles* 

Good 



Good Vnele helpe to order feverall powers 
To Oxford, or where ere thefe traytors are : 

They lhall not live within this world f fweare. 

But! will have them if I once knew where. 

Vnele farewell , and Co/in too adieu : 

Your mother well hath pray’d, and prove you true* 
Income my old fon,I pray heaven make thee new.' 

Enter Exton } and Servant. Exit. 

Tv.Didftrhou not markethe King what words he fpake. 
Have I no friend willrid me of this living feare • 

Was it net fo? ° 

Ser. Thofevvere his words. 

Ex. Have I no friend (quoth he) he fpake it twice 
And urg d it twice together did he not ? 

Ser. He did- 

Ex. And lpeaking.it he wiftly look’d on me. 

As who flioukilay,! would theu weft the man. 

That would divorce this terror from my heart. 

Meaning the King at Pomfret : Come, let’s goe, 

I am the King • friend, and will rid his Foe. Exit. 



Severn Quart a.. 



- Enter Richard. 

This PnT ha T bee r n e Undying how-to compare 

h sPufon where Hiue, unto the world: 1 

An iff bcCaUk th€ World is Populous, 

Icann^ "j'WW.atqre, 

M " not d ? e IC : yet ile hammer’ t out- 
M v I ' e P rove t ke female to mySoule 
%foule,the S ather; and thefe two beget 

Andftf T °r° ° f breedin g thoughts f 

In humor rf e tbou § bts > people this little world 
For noth S ‘L C . tie people of this world, 
w no thought is contented. The better fort, 

K 2 As 



m 







As thoughts of things Divine, are intermixt 
With fcruples , and dofetthe Faith itfdfe 
AgainfttheFaith ; as thus Come little ones ; and then 
It is as hard to come, as for a Camell ( again;, 

Tothredthe pofterne of a Needles eye. 

1 houghts tending to Ambition , they do plot 
Vniikely. wonders ; how thefe vaine weake nailes 
Mayteare a paflage through the Flinty ribbes 
Of this hard world; my ragged prifonwalles ; 

And for they cannot, dye in their owne pride. 
Thoughts tending to Content, flatter themfelves. 

That they are not the firft of Fortunes flaves, 

Nor fliall not be thelaft. Like filly Beggars, 

Who fitting in the Stockes , refufe thatihame 
That many have , and others muft fit there ; 

And in this thought, they findc a kind of eafe, 
Bearing their owne misfortune on the backe 
Of fuch as have before indur’d the like. 

. Thus play I inonePrifon, many people. 

And none contented. Sometimes am I King ; 

Then Treafon makes me wilh my felfe a Begger, 

And fo lam. Then crufning penury, 

Pcrfvvades me, I was better when a King i 
Then am I king’d againe ;and by and by, 

Thinke that I am un-king’d by Bullingbrooke , 

And ftraight am nothing- But what ere I am, Mttjicty) 
Nor I, nor any man, that but man is. 

With nothing fhall be pleas’d, till he be eas’d 
With being nothing. Muficke doe fheare ? 

^Hajia keepe time ; How fowre fwcet Muficke is, 
Whentiifie is broke , and no Proportion kept ? 

So is it in the Muficke of mens lives • 

And here have 1 the daintinelfe of eare. 

To heare time broke in a diforder’d firing : 

But for the Concord of my State and time. 

Had not an eare to heare my true Time broke. - 
I wafted Time, and now doth Time vvafte met 
Bor now hath time made me his numbringClocke • 



Mv thoughts^ minutes ; and with fighes they iarre. 

There watches to mine eyes the outward W itch. 

Whereto my fingcr,likeaDiallspoint, 

Is poynting ftill, in clenfing them from tea res. 

Now fir,the found chattels what houre ids, 

Areclamorou9 grones, that ftrike upon my hearty 
Which is the bell : fo figbes and teares, and grones, 

Shew minutes, homes, and times : O but my time 
Runs poafting on, in Bulltngbrookes proud ioy. 

While Ifiand fooling here, his jackeoth Clock®. 

This Muficke mads me, let it found no more,. 

For though it have holpe mad men to their wits. 

In meit feemeSjit will make wife-men mad : 

Yet blefling on his heart that gives it me ; 

For *tis a figne oflove, and love to Richard, 

Is a ftrange brooch,in this all-hating worlds 
Enter Groome • 

Groo. Haile Royall Prince. 

UwA.ThankesNoble Peere* 

The cheapeft of us, is ten grotes to deare* 

What art thou ? And how com’ft thou hither ? 

W here no man ever comes ,but that fad dogge 
Thatbrings mefood,to make misfortune live? 

Groo. I was a poore Groome of thy ftable (King) 
When thou wer’t King, who travelling towards Yorke, 
With much adoo, at length have gotten leave 
To looke upon my(fometimes Royall) mafters face* 

0 how it yernd my heart, when I beheld 
In London fireets, that Corronation day, 

VVhen Bullingbrooke rode on Roane Barbary, 

That Horfe, that thou fo often haft beftrid. 

That Horfe, that I fo carefully haue dreft. 

Rich, Rode he on Barbary ? tell me gentle friend. 

How went he under him ? 

, Grot. So proudly, as if he had difdain dtbe ground* 
Rich* So proud, that Bullingbrooke was on his 

1 hat jade hath eate bread from my Royall har 
This hand hath made him proud with clapping 
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Would he not ftumble ? would he not fall downs" 
(Since pride mufthave a fall) andbreakethc necke 
Of that proud man, that did ulurpe hisbacke? 
Forgiveneflehorfe^ -why do I raile on thee. 

Since thou created to be aw'd by man 
W as’t borneto beare?I was not made a horfe 
And yet I beare a burthen like an A fife, 
Spur-gaH’d,and tyr’d by j auncing B ullingbrooke. 
Enter Keefer with a dijh. 

Keep. Fellow, give place, here is no longer flay. 
Rich.lt thou love me, ’tis time thou wer’t away. 
Groo. What my tongue dares not, that my heart (kail 
fay- v Exit, 

, Keep, My Lord wiltpleafe you to fall too > 
/*VA.Tafleof it firft,asthou wer’t wont todoo. 
Keep.My Lord I dare not: Sir Percy of Exton, 
Who lately came from th King, commands the contrary. 

Rich. The divell take Henry of Lancafter, and thee; 
Patience is ftaicand I am weary of it. 

Keep. Helpe, helpe, helpe. 

Enter Exton and Servants. 
fl/.Howtnow? what meanes death in this rudeaflault? 
Villaine, thine ownehand yeilds thy deaths inflrument, 
Goe th<r.u and fill, another roome in hell. 

Extonjfrikcs httudottne, 

That hand fhalt burne in never-quenching fire. 

That flaggers thus my perfon. Exton, thy fierce hand, 
Hath with the Kings blood.ftain’d the Kings' owns land* 
Mount, mount my foule,thy featp is up on high, 

.W hi l’ ft my grojOTe flelh finkes downeward hereto dye. 

Ex. As full of valour as of Roya.il blood. 

Both havel fpilt: Qh would the det d.were good, 

For now the divell, that told me I did well, 

Sayes that this deed is Chronicled in hell. 

This dead King to the living King ilc beare, 

’FaJtejhei^e thereftjand give them buriall here. 
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Elourifh, Enter B ullingbrooke, Yorke,mth 
other Lords, and Attendants. 

£ff/.Vnc'e Yorke.theiateft newes wehearej 
Is that the Rebels have confirm’d with fire 
Our Towne of Ciceter in Gloceflerfliire, 

But whether they be taneor flaine,we heare not 
Enter Northumberland. . 

VVeicome my Lord,whatis the newes?’ 

Firft,t 0 thy facred ftate,wi(h Iall happineffc; 
The next newes is, I have to London fent 
Ihe headsot Salisbury , Spencer, Blunted Kent j 
The manner of their taking mayappeare 
At large difcourfed in this paper here. 

P Fit water. 

rSf th K dan g«°usconforted Traitors * 

Tim fiug ht at Oxford, thy. dire overthrow. 

Right Nobhf is , | CS F>tK ‘' water rfczti not be forgot, 
b NobIe l i ' “y merit, well I wot. 6 

Per Tl EKt f rPer V> Car hie. 

VVith clog ofrlr n ^ rat °a Ahb ot c f WeSlminfien 

ThvKJn 1 £ arlt/e > living to abide 
M fent ^ nce of his pride. 

c hoofe cnt f? ' h V S y° urdo °tne: 1 

J 1 0re than thou haiT^nrf revercnd roome- 
as thou Jiv ft n :; nd W V h “ loythyfeife: 

Jl v ft m peace, dye free from flriftt 




3?or though mine enemy thou haft ever beene. 

Hi ah fparkes of honour in thee I have feene. 

Enter Extotiwith a Coffin* 

Ext oh. Great King, within this Coffin I prefent 
Thy buried feare. Herein all breathleffe lies 
The mightieftof thy greateft enemies 
Hjc/WdfofBurdeaux.by me hither brought. • 

EhL Exton, I thanke thee not, for thou haft wrought 
Adeedof (laughter, with thy fatall hand. 

Vpon my head, and all this famous Land. 

AA-.From your owne mouth my Lord, did I this deed- 
2?#/.They love not poyion, that doe poy ion need, 
Nor doe 1 thee : though l did wifh him dead, 

I hate the murtherer,k> ve him murtherea • 

The °uilt of confcience take thou for thy labour, 

But neyther my good word,nor Princely favour- 
VVith Caine goe wander through the fhadeot night, 
And never (hew thy head by day, not light. 

Lords, I proteft my foule is full of woe. 

That blood fliould fprinkle me, and make me grow, 
Come mourne with me, for that I d oe lament. 

And put on fullenblacke incontinent: 

He make a voyage to the Holy- land. 

To wafh this blood off from my guilty hand 

■March fadly after, grace my mourning here, . : 

In weeping after this untimely beere. 
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